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PREFACE 


A FEW years ago, as I listened one night to my mother 
telling incidents of her life pioneering in the semi-arid region 
of Western Kansas, it occurred to me that the picture of that 
early time was worth drawing and preserving for the future, 
and that, if this were ever to be done, it must be done soon, be- 
fore all of the old settlers were gone. This book is the result — 
an effort to picture that life truly and realistically. It is the 
story of an energetic and capable girl, the child of German im- 
migrant parents, who at the age of seventeen married a young 
German farmer, and moved to a homestead on the wind-swept 
plains of Kansas, where she reared eleven of her twelve chil- 
dren, and, remembering regretfully her own half-day in school, 
sent nine of them through college, and some of them afterward 
to Harvard, Yale, Columbia, Stanford, the University of Chi- 
cago, and the University of Zurich, Switzerland. It is a story 
of grim and tenacious devotion in the face of hardships and dis- 
appointments, devotion that never flagged until the long, hard 
task of near a lifetime was done. 

It seemed proper and necessary to take a few liberties with 
the literal truth. I have changed the names of most of the char- 
acters, and have even changed the characters in many episodes} 
but I do not believe that the fundamental accuracy of the pic- 
ture has suffered. In general, I have tried to tell the story as it 
was told to me, truly and without exaggeration. I spent a sum- 
mer in the vicinity of my mother’s old home, talking with the 
few pioneers still living, checking up details of my mother’s 
story. I went through local newspaper files covering the early 
years, in a further effort to verify important points in the nar- 
rative. My sister, Mrs. F. E. Lindley, and her husband, who 
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formerly lived not far from the scene of this narrative, read the 
manuscript with great care, and she spent two weeks with me 
and my mother, talking over various incidents. My other 
brothers and sisters helped generously in many ways. And day 
after day, as I worked on the story, my mother sat patiently 
across the table, piecing together the scattered recollections of 
years now long past. 



^^Not for delectation sweety 
Not the cushion and the stiff er, not 
the feaceful and the studious^ 
Not the riches safe and fallingy not 
for us the tame enjoyment y 
Pioneers! O PioneersP^ 
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CHAPTER I 


The New Homestead 

It was bright mid-forenoon, of the third of June, eighteen 
seventy-three, on the prairies of Western Kansas. A covered 
wagon, drawn by a team of deliberate bays, moved slowly west- 
ward along the trail. In the front of the wagon sat a woman 
driving, a young woman, yet scarcely more than a girl, dressed 
in a pink sun bonnet and green-striped calico dress, her bonnet 
pushed far back on her head, to reveal a great roll of black hair 
and a comely face tanned by sun and wind. Every line of her 
young face bespoke boundless energy and vitality, and in the 
downward slant of the corners of her mouth there was an ex- 
pression of resoluteness and determination that might have 
lent a trace of hardness to her face, but for the friendly anima- 
tion of her brown eyes, which wandered everywhere in tireless 
interest as the wagon rattled along the rough trail. 

A good stone’s throw behind the wagon trailed a herd of sev- 
eral cattle, one of them limping painfully along, driven by a 
stocky, bearded man afoot, a man apparently at least ten years 
older than the woman in the wagon ahead. Unlike her, he 
seemed little interested in anything along the way j and, except 
when he was urging the tired cows on, he walked along with his 
eyes on the trail, as if absorbed in thought, twirling the willow 
switch in his hand, or snapping it at the wild flowers that grew 
in the buffalo grass along the trail. Awakening occasionally 
from his seeming reverie to note that the wagon had gone far 
ahead, he would brandish his switch and press his herd with 
vigor until he regained some of his lost ground, and then would 
fall again into his abstracted manner. 

At a spoken ‘Vhoa!” the horses stopped. The woman 
wrapped the lines around the bow of the wagon, stepped down 
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onto the wheel, and gathering her skirts in her hand, leaped 
to the ground. 

“Henry, come on now! ” she called out, starting back to meet 
him. “Pll drive the cows a while again.” 

“You go on ahead,” he replied, flourishing his switch at the 
laggards in his herd. “It’s only a few miles yet.” 

She walked back to him, and took the switch from his hand. 
“I’ll drive ’em,” she said, smiling, but in a tone of finality. 

A puzzled expression crossed the man’s face, then, apparent- 
ly sensing the futility of argument, he climbed up into the 
wagon and untied the lines. 

“Giddap Frank! Giddap Sam!” The horses started on, the 
tired cows and the young woman following. 

With the new driver, the wagon moved more slowly, jog- 
ging sleepily along the ruts that served as a roadj but the cows 
no longer lagged far behind, for Rosie indulged in no reveries. 
With resolute determination in every step, she not only kept 
the cows close behind the wagon, but found time to gather 
bouquets of the breadroot, prairie roses, larkspurs and daisies 
that grew along the roadside. The flowers were bright and 
fresh, from a rain which had fallen the night before. 

It was a wonderful new world that the young woman was 
entering, a world of strange and interesting sights, a world 
rapidly shedding the wildness, the raw, savage loneliness of the 
uninhabited prairie, and taking on the habiliments of settled 
and orderly civilization. There were prairie dog towns along 
the way, where the soft, grayish-green sod was pock-marked 
with symmetrical mounds, on which the wary little dogs stood 
like statues, then darted down into their holes with a warning 
bark as the wagon came nearer. Rosie saw buffalo wallows here 
and there, in which the buffaloes had disported themselves so 
recently that the pits were still bare of weeds and grass. 

A few log cabins could be seen as they passed along, occasion- 
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al stone huts, and at long intervals, frame houses that seemed 
palatial, but oddly inappropriate to their surroundings. Nearly 
all the houses were sod dugouts, most of them scooped out 
along the banks of creeks and draws, with sod walls rising two 
or three feet above the ground, with sod roofs, and protruding 
above each, a chimney, perhaps also of sod, or a few inches of 
rusty stove pipe. On a few of the roofs, gravel had been 
thrown, to fill the cracks between the strips of sodj and on the 
roof of one of the sod houses Rosie saw flowers planted — ^wild 
verbenas, prickly pears and portulaccas. „ 

At the crest of a little knoll overlooking a level valley, 
Henry stopped his team, and poking his head around the wagon 
cover, called back to his companion. 

“Come on, Rosie! Let the cows rest a while, and I’ll show 
you my claim.” 

The cows scattered and began grazing, while he pulled Rosie 
up onto the seat beside him. He pointed out a little log cabin a 
half mile ahead; 

“There it is! That’s my cabin — our cabin — and our claim. 
The corner is right there by the creek crossing} and it runs half 
a mile south, and half a mile west — not a creek on it, nor a hill, 
nor a rock! Doesn’t it look like good land.?” He turned to 
Rosie with unwonted enthusiasm, then looked down at the lit- 
tle cabin. 

Rosie caught something of his enthusiasm, but said nothing. 
She sat gazing at the picture that lay before her, shimmering 
in the brightness of the noonday sun; the broad, green valley, 
with its bordering grass-covered hills on the south and north j 
directly across the valley, a few miles distant, a high, flat- 
topped hill that rose above the rest, with a steep, conical 
mound on either side — three sentinels guarding the landscape; 
the river tracing its winding course with a fringe of cottonwoods 
— ^the only trees to be seen anywhere, except a few scattered 
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willows and cottonwoods growing along the creek or draw that 
ran by the nearest corner of Henry’s claim. A number of sod 
dugouts and log cabins were scattered here and there, most of 
them along the river and creek, the dugouts scarcely visible 
above the level of the ground, the cabins standing out stark and 
lonely, each dwelling with its sod stable, perhaps with a team 
of horses and one or two cows picketed out in the yard, and 
with a small patch of broken ground near, green with wheat 
that was already heading out, or newly planted to sod corn. 
The rain of the night before had brought fresh green life to the 
buffalo grass 5 and here and there, prairie flowers waved their 
faces in the wind. Over all was the sky, washed clean by the 
rain, wider and higher and bluer than any sky but that of the 
prairie, an intensely and vividly blue background for the scat- 
tered white clouds that drifted across the heavens, casting 
shadows that sped swiftly along the grass. Everywhere the 
meadow larks sang their welcome to the newcomers, sang from 
near and far, from the fields and from the grassy prairie that 
stretched in every direction, sang as if they could never tell the 
full measure of their joy at the coming of the summer. 

•^‘Oh, those dear little birds!” exclaimed Rosie, forgetting 
for the moment all about the claim and the cabin. “They sing 
a different song out here, don’t they — ^longer than they sing 
back home?” 

“Longer, and finer every way,” replied Henry. “And it 
winds up with a kind of trill. You’ll like the meadow larks out 
here. I believe you’ll like everything out here. It’s a wonder- 
ful country!” 

As Rosie looked at the happy scene, tears came to her eyesj 
but whether they were tears of happiness or of fear and fore- 
boding, she never could have told. She only said, “I hope it 
will be a good home for us. It surely looks like good land.” 

“It is good land— all of it,” he replied. “I plowed a furrow 
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all around it, and never turned up anything but black soil. In 
two years I can get my patent — three years off, you know, for 
my war service. Then we can feel independent, and can im- 
prove it better. I need a granary, and a corn crib— you see I 
haven’t any granary or cribs at all— and a better stable, and 
some fences j and perhaps we can have a better house some day. 
It won’t take long, if we have good luck.” 

“Oh yes, or may be we can buy one of those claims next to 
us. It would be fine to have two quarters — ^bottom land like 
that.” 

‘^May be — ^if we want to. But let’s not be too ambitious. We 
can live well enough on one good quarter.” 

Looking at the cabin, they saw a man step out into the yard, 
and gaze intently in their direction for a moment, then rush 
back, grab something from the door step — apparently the 
broom — and disappear in the door again. 

“I know what’s the matter,” exclaimed Henry, laughing. 
“That’s Frank Hagel. He’s a bachelor — ^been taking care of 
my cabin 3 and I’ll bet he hasn’t swept out since I left — ^just 
thought of it when he saw us.” He turned in his seat and leaped 
to the ground. 

“Giddap there! Sam! Frank! Only half a mile yet!” He 
started back, and rounded up the cows while Rosie drove the 
horses on ahead. 

The cavalcade soon reached the Dry Creek crossing, but here 
Rosie was brought face to. face with that dark danger of all 
pioneer countries — ^high- water. The creek was bank-full from 
the rain of the night before, apparently impassable to any 
wagon loaded with flour and commeal, or indeed to any wagon 
at all. They had traveled two hundred miles, and here, a quar- 
ter of a mile froni their destination, they were for the first time 
stalled by flood waters. Dry Creek was not an imposing stream, 
ordinarily, a mere gash across the face of the prairie, with a tiny 
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stream trickling along its shallow bedj but today it was a rag- 
ing torrent. 

Rosie gazed longingly across at the cabin, then she looked at 
the muddy waters hurrying past with their burden of drift- 
wood and broken sunflower stalks. Something in the dark, 
whirling eddies frightened her, and she would gladly have 
camped by the bank of the stream until the waters subsided; 
but she felt ashamed to express such fears. The horses stopped, 
obviously loth to enter the water. 

Henry walked along the bank, studying the swift-flowing 
water with deep anxiety. Finally he went over to the wagon, and 
began taking the cover off the bows. This he wrapped carefully 
around the wagon box and tied firmly. He then drove the cows 
into the water. They waded and swam across safely. 

“I believe we can make it! ”, he said, as he climbed to his seat 
again, and drove rapidly into the whirling current. 

The water rose to the wagon box, and boiled up along the 
sides. The wagon sank deeper — ^and then started to float — 
yes, it was floating down stream! The horses reared and 
plunged, but they were so nearly afloat themselves that they 
could get little traction on the load. Henry cracked the lines 
and shouted. For an instant he turned to Rosie with a look 
that made her grip the wagon bow tighter. He pulled out his 
knife and opened the blade. 

“I’ll cut the tugs.” He stood up on the buckboard, ready to 
plunge into the water — ^when the wagon suddenly struck bot- 
tom, the horses got their footing, and with a mighty splashing 
pulled the wagon up the steep bank and out. It had all hap- 
pened in less than a minute. 

“Oh Henry, our flour!” cried Rosie, when they were safely 
on the bank. < 

“Yes, our flour, and our sorghum, and our wagon, and our 
horses, and our precious selves!” he replied. “I am glad 
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enough to be out of there. I could have got you out, but I was 
afraid my horses were gone. It’s washed since I was through 
there the last time.” 

He jumped down from his seat, and pulled ofF the dripping 
wagon cover, while Rosie scratched the straw off the sacks of 
flour and cornmeal, and examined their contents. She was 
vastly surprised and relieved to find that only a little water had 
seeped into the wagon box, and that their supplies were but 
slightly injured. 

The team, still wet from their plunge in the water, soon 
stood before the little cabin. Henry vaulted over the wheel and 
helped Rosie down. “Home at last! Here Frank, this is my 
wife!” 

“And Rosie, this is Frank Hagel . . . lives on the claim 
over west, and is keeping house for me. What have you got for 
dinner, Frank? We’re hungry as coyotes . . . drove all the 
way from Glen Elder this morning.” 

While greetings were being spoken, Rosie’s eye took in the 
premises: cabin of hewed logs, with sod roof, apparently twelve 
or fifteen by eighteen — ^almost spacious compared with the dug- 
outs she had seen along the way that morning — ^with a home- 
made door and three small vwndowsj a straw stable, made of 
wheat straw thrown over a frame of logs and saplings j a sod 
chicken house j a well, with a wheel and two buckets on a ropej 
and a small corral fenced in near the stable — about the only 
fence she had seen in the morning’s drive. The well, only a 
few steps from the house, was a luxury that Rosie noted with 
joy, for at her old home she had always had to carry the water 
up from the creek, a distance of a quarter of a mile. There was 
a corn field of a few acres south of the corral j and a patch of 
wheat and one of oats lay west of it. The corn was up, and the 
wheat and oats, lush and green, were beginning to head. It 
must be good land, to grow such crops, was Rosie’s silent ob- 
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servationj and that was the important thing. On good land one 
could surely build a good home. It would be her own home 
too, her very own, and Henry’s, she thought to herself, with 
solid, possessive satisfaction, as she looked around at the smooth 
level land and the promising crops. 

Entering the one-room cabin, she could hardly feel so cheer- 
ful. On the table was a pack of cards, which she promptly 
threw in the stove. Henry’s cabin had been the rendezvous of 
several bachelors living near, and they had been playing cards 
to pass the time — not a Christian form of amusement, Rosie 
thought. Frank Hagel was obviously no housekeeper 3 but 
dirt and disorder were only a challenge to Rosie, a challenge 
that she accepted as a confident trooper accepts the gage of bat- 
tle. The cabin had a floor, as Henry had promised — she did not 
yet realize what a luxury this was — and was chinked between 
the logs with a kind of clay mortar. There was no ceiling, but 
there were wide cottonwood boards underneath the sod roof. 

Of furniture there was little enough, and that of the most 
primitive construction 3 but Rosie appraised it all without con- 
sternation: a bedstead made of cottonwood boards, with a bed 
tick filled with straw, a table made also of warped cottonwood 
boards, and a tiny cooking stove. Two empty nail kegs and two 
boxes served as chairs, and on another nail keg by the door there 
was a washpan, half full of soapy water. A hammer and a saw 
hung from nails driven in one of the logs, a coffee grinder was 
screwed onto the log just below, and a few other household 
utensils were scattered about the room. There was no bureau, 
no cupboard, no clock, no rug, no tablecloth 3 there were no 
curtains nor blinds on the windows, no sheets on the bed, no pic- 
tures on the walls. Rather bare and primitive, the little cabin 
seemed. 

“It’s better though, than we had at Holton, at first,” 
thought Rosie, as she looked around3 “and I’ll soon have it 
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looking different.” A dozen plans were soon shaping in her 
mind for building shelves for the cooking utensils and flower 
pots that she hoped to get. 

While Frank Hagel took charge of the horses and cows, 
Rosie washed and combed her long, black hair, and Henry car- 
ried in the flour and cornmeal, the churn-ful of molasses, and 
the varied contents of the wagon. 

After dinner, Rosie set to work, and before nightfall a new 
home was there: table scoured and floor scrubbed — not with a 
mop, for there was no mop in the cabin, or in the country, 
but with a scrap of grain sack found in the stable; a shelf was 
up, and on it were several tin cans of flowers, transplanted 
from the feed box. The sacks of flour and cornmeal were set 
in a neat row behind the bed, and the kitchen utensils were 
washed and scoured and deftly arranged on one end of the 
shelf. The churn-ful of molasses, and the lard and butter, 
were stored away in the small cellar under the house. Outside, 
two precious sheets and pillow slips, and a few articles of cloth- 
ing, were spread out on the grass to dry. When Henry came 
in from the field that evening, he marveled at the transform- 
ation; and when he sat down to supper at the clean little table, 
he had no doubt that it was going to be a good home. After 
supper, he made a potato masher and a rolling pin out of two 
sticks of wood, while Rosie set out the rose bushes and aspara- 
gus they had brought along. 

The next morning Henry took Rosie with him on a ride 
around the claim, to show her the boundaries, and let her see 
for herself how fine and black the soil was. When they got 
back, he helped her plant a garden of peas, turnips, lettuce, and 
cucumbers in the sod at the end of the little cornfield. Henry 
had a few chickens, and several hens were given settings of 
eggs in the chicken coop. 
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The Neighbors 

S O did Henry and Rosie find themselves settled in their lit- 
tle log cabin, on the claim that Henry had staked out two 
years before. Henry Eisenmenger — that was his name — had 
come from Wurttenberg, Germany, in eighteen fifty-seven, 
had worked on a farm in Illinois for several years, joined the 
Union Army at the outbreak of the Civil War, helped guard 
the Mississippi, fought around Chattanooga, marched with 
Sherman to the sea, and at the close of the war returned to 
Illinois, with a new name, “Ise” — ^because the captain could not 
remember his full name. Henry “Ise” was soon swept away 
with the tide of settlers seeking new lands farther west, and 
went to Iowa, where in three or four years he earned enough 
money breaking prairie to buy a farm of bis ownj but he lost 
his hard-earned money — ^lost his wallet out of his hip pocket 
as he was riding to town to get his plow lay sharpened, and a 
woman following him on the road picked it up. 

Nearly thirty years old now, and again almost penniless, 
after fourteen years of hard work and saving, he decided that 
it would take too long for him to earn money to buy a farm in 
lowaj so he loaded his breaking plow and other modest pos- 
sessions into his wagon and moved out to Western Kansas to 
take up a free claim. After two lonely years on his claim, he 
had driven down to Eastern Kansas, near Holton, to find work 
and earn money for the purchase of implements that he 
needed. Here he met Rosie, a pretty, brown-eyed girl of 
seventeen, and promptly fell in love with her. Rosie had been 
courted by the richest young man in Holton, a man who of- 
fered her a life of luxury, in the finest house in town. But 
liixury and ease had never seemed very important to Rosie, 
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and there was something in this clean-spoken, kind-eyed Ger- 
man farmer that commanded her respect, and, almost before 
she realized it, her love. So when Henry asked her to share his 
life on the claim she acquiesced, asking only one thing of him 
— that he should put a floor in his cabin. She did not insist up- 
on it, but she would really like a house with a floor. So Henry 
drove back to his claim, planted his spring crops, laid a floor of 
cottonwood boards in the cabin, and then went down to get 
Rosie. Afterward, when Rosie saw how few of her neighbors 
had floors in their cabins and dugouts, she was much ashamed 
to think that she had asked for such a luxury. 

Not far from Henry’s old home in Germany, in one of the 
peasant villages of the Neckar, Rosie’s forefathers, the Haags, 
had lived and farmed for generations j but her parents came 
to America even before Henry came, lost their small capital 
trying to farm in Wisconsin — ^where Rosie was born — and then 
moved to Eastern Kansas. There, for a few years, they en- 
dured the most desperate poverty. Rosie’s father fell ill with 
typhoid fever a week after he came, never to recover his health 
fully. The first summer a terrible drouth blasted all the crops 
completely. They borrowed money to buy food, and a team of 
oxen, but the oxen died. The next year they borrowed money 
again to buy milk cows, but the cows died of blackleg. Several 
years later, the mother and all her nine children, except Rosie, 
were stricken with typhoid fever j but Rosie, only thirteen 
years of age, finally nursed them all back to health. Deeper in 
debt each year, their situation seemed almost hopeless; but 
with true German tenacity they persevered, and within a few 
years had paid their debts, bought horses and cows and imple- 
ments, and were now in comfortable circumstances. Rosie had 
prospered moderately herself, and had bought three cows with 
her savings — Brindle, Suke and Tulip — ^which were part of the 
herd that she and Henry had brought out with them. 
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In the new country there were settlers from various parts of 
the United States and Europe. Along Dry Creek, north of 
Henry’s claim, there was a settlement of Germans — Germans 
from Iowa, Germans from Pennsylvania, Germans from Switz- 
erland, Germans from Germany, “low Dutch”, “high Dutch,” 
— all kinds of “Dutch,” as the Germans were sometimes called. 
South of his claim, along the river there were settlers of many 
nationalities and persuasions: Germans, English, Irish, Welsh, 
Americans — not Mayflower quality, of course — Missourians, 
Campbellites, claim jumpers, and one Democrat. Among themf 
were men of almost every imaginable calling: doctors, dentists, 
druggists, merchants, lawyers, preachers, teachers, tailors, tex- 
tile workers, clockmakers, painters, shoemakers, barbers,' 
printers, carpenters, cabinet-makers, stone masons, cowboys,, 
and horse and cattle thieves. A few of them had combined a 
half dozen or more of these various vocations, and some, es- 
pecially among the Germans and Swiss, really wanted to farm. 
The New Haven and Hartford Colony, up on Twelve Mile 
Creek, west of Henry’s claim, represented a particularly mot- 
ley assortment of talents j and many of these town-and city- 
bred Yankees were shortly crowded out by the thrifty, hard- 
working Germans. 

Rosie soon became acquainted with some of the neighbors. 
Frances Athey came over with her four children the very first 
afternoon to get a bucket of water and some lettuce from the- 
garden she had planted at the end of Henry’s cornfield. Wilson > 
Athey had no well yet, and his farm was all newly broken sod, 
not good for a garden, so Henry had given him a patch of older- 
ground at the end of his field. Rosie let herself in for much 
future trouble by giving each of the children a piece of “ ’lasses 
bread.” The Atheys were from Missouri, richer in children 
than in worldly goods j and their claim was partly' second-bot- 
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tom land, not as good as Henry’s. They had tried to farm for 
a year without a team, but now had a yoke of oxen. 

Frank Hagel lived on the adjoining claim, only a quarter of 
a mile west, Henry had lived with Frank the first winter after 
he filed on his claim, while he was building his own cabin, and 
he and Frank were always good friends. Frank was not a good 
farmer, indeed he had not even a team to farm with, but he was 
a fine honest fellow. Henry did his breaking for him, and in 
return Frank helped with chores and various odd jobs when- 
ever he could. 

The Graebers, who lived half a mile east, were Pennsylvania 
Dutch, and were rather stingy people. When Rosie went to see 
them one evening, to deliver some soap that friends at Holton 
had sent to them, she was surprised that none of it was given 
her for the bringing — she would have been so glad to get a few 
cakes of that soap. 

The next evening after they arrived, Henry and Rosie went 
to see Rosie’s brother Chris and his wife Louisa, who lived on 
their claim a mile west, Chris had come to the new country two 
years before — ^had come from Eastern Kansas the same year 
Henry came from Iowa. He and Henry had been good friends ; 
and when he went back to Holton the first winter, he invited 
Henry to go along. Henry spent the winter there, husking 
corn for one of the neighbors, and incidentally getting ac- 
■quainted with Rosie. Chris often joked about the way he had 
managed to make a brother-in-law of him. 

Rosie often ran over to see Chris and Louisa after supper, 
■and on the way, she passed Jake Hunker’s house. The Hunkers 
were sad people, for only a short time before, their little 
daughter Katie had fallen over the creek bank and broken her 
neck. Mary Hunker was so lonely that she was always glad 
to see visitors, and Rosie often stopped to see her. Jake had a 
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binder, the only one in the community, and had cut Henry’s 
wheat and barley and oats for himj so Henry felt kindly to- 
ward him, and often went over to see him too. 

As Rosie was going over to see her brother one evening, she 
learned something about another of her neighbors. As she 
was crossing the creek, she heard a splashing in the water nearby, 
and turned, to see a man, apparently a mulatto, dressed only in 
a pair of trousers, dipping water with a bucket. Very much 
frightened, she ran up the bank and hurried on to her brother’s 
home, looking back frequently to see if she was being pur- 
sued. When she told Chris of her fright, he laughed heartily. 

“Oh, yes. That’s old man Vietz. But he’s no mulatto, and 
no nigger. He’s burnt that black from never wearin’ a shirt. 
He’s an honest Dutchman, and a preacher. I guess his wife and 
children won’t come out here to live with him. They say he 
sometimes eats skunks, and a lot of people are prejudiced 
against that. He’s our postmaster.” 

And Chris laughed again at the idea that anyone would be 
afraid of old man Vietz. 

One evening, after supper, Henry walked up to Bender’s, 
who lived three-quarters of a mile up the creek, to grind his axe, 
and Rosie went along to turn the grindstone j so she had a 
chance to meet another neighbor. She was not quite comfort- 
able or happy with her new acquaintances, for, in spite of his 
friendly and voluble greeting, Jesse Bender had a treacherous 
gleam in his eye which she distrusted j and the affectation of 
leather riding pants and boots and spurs, by him and his older 
boys, did not raise her rating of the family. Henry had hired 
the Benders to herd his cows with theirs — ^he could not yet af- 
ford to build a fence around his pasture land — and it was to 
be one of Rosie’s tasks to take the cows over every morning, 
and get them each evening. So she saw a great deal of the 
Benders, and they were always really friendly and kind to her. 
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When Rosie and Henry were comfortably settled in their 
cabin, Steve Linge came to see them. Steve was one of Henry’s 
closest friends — a German Catholic, big, rough-spoken and hot 
tempered, but kindly, and honest to the point of eccentricity. 
Steve had “bached” with Henry during the terrible winter of 
eighteen seventy-one and seventy-two, and Henry told Rosie 
many stories of their life together. That was the winter when a 
three-day blizzard, with zero temperature, blew in on Novem- 
ber fifteenth, and covered the ground with a foot of snow, 
which remained for weeks. A great herd of thousands of Texas 
cattle was being wintered along the river, between Henry’s 
cabin and Steve’s claim 5 and after the snow had covered the 
grass, these cattle ate the twigs and smaller branches off the 
willows as far up as they could reach, and then slowly starved 
to death. 

On a ride over to visit Steve one day, Henry and Rosie saw 
many pathetic and gruesome reminders of the memorable storm 
of 1871. Piled up at the foot of a steep bank along the river 
were hundreds of carcasses of cattle that had drifted before the 
storm until they plunged to death over the bank. Along the 
lower river bottom were other carcases, thousands of them, 
with the flesh rotted away, and the hides still clinging to skele- 
tons that were slowly disintegrating and falling apart. So thick- 
ly did they cover the ground that one might have walked upon 
them for half a mile, stepping from one to another, and never 
touching the ground. 

A mile or two beyond Steve Linge’s, in an unfinished house 
on the very top of the commanding hill across the valley, lived 
Jim Terry, an Englishman with some money and a visionary 
ambition to establish a baronial estate covering all the land he 
could see from his elevation. Just before sunset, Rosie could 
often see the reflection of the sun in the windows of Terry’s lit- 
tle stone castle, and she was full of curiosity about the place — 
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could not figure out what he did for water and for a garden 
there on the top of the hillj but she never found time to go 
there until years later, when the house had crumbled to ruins. 
Terry never owned the valley, but he had a hill named after 
him. 



CHAPTER III 


The First Months in the Tog Cabin 

It was a good summer, Rosie’s first summer in the little cabin, 
with fair rains, and fair crops of spring wheat, oats, sod 
corn and barley, with late lettuce, beans, cucumbers, tomatoes, 
and roasting ears for the table. There was not much of the field 
crops, to be sure — perhaps ten acres altogether — ^but five acres 
was sod corn that Henry planted in the sod with a hatchet. It 
was a back-breaking job, and the field looked big enough be- 
fore he finished planting. Henry did not get a corn planter 
or “stabber” until two years later. Very few weeds grew in the 
sod corn, so there was little hoeing to do the first summer. 

Prices were good at first, for what little butter and stuff 
there was to sell. The first butter Rosie sold brought forty 
cents a pound, but all prices soon began to decline, and before 
the end of the summer, butter was worth only ten cents a 
pound, and eggs scarcely worth taking to town. Some of the 
local politicians talked about a panic and hard times in the coun- 
try, but Rosie knew only that butter and eggs were cheap. 

A few weeks after Rosie came, Henry took a load of oats 
to Cawker City, and brought back three chairs and some sugar. 
Rosie was proud of the new chairs, but later in the year she saw 
that it had been an extravagance, for they really needed the 
oats for the horses, and they could have done without the 
chairs. 

In keeping her little cabin, Rosie faced difficulties that would 
have disheartened a less resolute soul. Her stove was so small 
that she could bake only two loaves of bread at a time, so she 
had to bake almost every day. The floor was of cottonwood 
lumber, which had warped so badly that it was a problem to 
set the bed so that all four legs would rest on the floor. One 
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day Henry bought some new cottonwood boards for a granary, 
and Rosie persuaded him to tear up the floor, and put the 
smooth new boards in the house and the old floor boards in 
the granaryj but this was only a temporary gain, for the new 
floor was soon as badly warped as the old had been. It was hard 
to walk about in the house, and Rosie often tripped on the un- 
even boards, until she got used to them. 

There was another discomfort that developed when cold 
weather came. On windy days the cold wind blew a gale 
through the cracks in the floor, and it was almost impossible 
to keep her feet warm. Henry banked the house outside with 
dirt and straw and manure, covering even the outside cellar 
entrance. This made the house warmer, but brought another 
inconvenience, for they then had to clamber into the cellar 
through a trap-door in the floor. 

The cracks in the floor and in the log walls afforded a rendez- 
vous for various pests that kept Rosie in a militant mood much 
of the time} and the battle front between her and the bedbugs 
shifted back and forth, with never a decisive victory. Every 
day she went through the bed, tick and all, and every Satur- 
day searched the house, with a kettle of hot water in one hand 
and a can of kerosene and a feather in the other. At times she 
thought she had the enemy beaten, but presently movers 
would come along and spread their bed on the floor, or perhaps 
it would be a preacher halt to pass the night, and then the bat- 
tle had to be fought all over again. 

One discomfort that some of the neighbors in sod houses 
always complained of, she never had to endure. She never had 
fleas in the house, because the house had a floor with a cellar 
below. There were fleas in the grass, of course, and every ven- 
ture out into the grass had to be paid for in considerable phys- 
ical discomfort, but the fleas did not stay in the house. Frances 
Athey, who had no cellar, told her one day of the toad she kept 
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under the floor, which not only rid her house of fleas, but served 
as a pet for the children. She named the toad “Tilden” — it 
was the time of the Hayes-Tilden campaign. 

There were several tragedies in the neighborhood, those 
first few months. Soon after Rosie came, Henry was called up- 
on one day to help hunt for the body of a woman who had 
drowned, with her two little children, trying to cross the river 
when it was up. One of the neighbors told Rosie how the poor 
woman, after she sank, had tried to hold her baby above her 
head, hoping someone might rescue it. Henry helped hunt for 
several days, but with no success. A week later the woman’s 
body was found in a pile of driftwood on the State land section, 
several miles downstream, and several weeks later the body of 
one of the children was found. The other was never recovered. 

A few weeks afterward, a man was killed down on the river. 
He was hauling logs, and a heavy log rolled off the wagon and 
struck him, crushing him to death. For some of the sympathiz- 
ing neighbors there was a touch of consolation in the fact that he 
was a Democrat — the only one in the community. 

Not long afterward Rosie was called upon to help line the 
cofiin of a man named Tipp, who had been shot accidentally. 
It was a sad task, for the man left his wife and six small chil- 
dren with very little to live on, and he had begun work on his 
house only a short time before he was killed. The preacher 
who delivered the funeral sermon made opportunity for a few 
pointed moralities regarding the dead man, who was not a church 
member, declaring that he “had not loved his Lord.” To this 
Jesse Bender promptly objected, insisting that Tipp was a good 
man} and the funeral very nearly closed with a fight over the 
merits of the deceased. The next day the neighbors came to- 
gether and finished the house he had begun, and built a stable 
and chicken coop too. Not long afterward, Tipp’s widow gave 
birth to a little boy with a mark on his breast — ^just where the 
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father had been shot. She never doubted that the baby’s mark 
was the result of the accident. 

In July, the wife of one of the neighbors, John Sibley, died 
in childbirth. She was buried the next morning j and that night 
John called a dance. 

Chris drove back to the old home in August to get his cane 
mill, and Rosie went along. It was hot and dry, but she enjoyed 
the trip, enjoyed the freedom and change, sleeping out in the 
wagon and cooking over a camp fire. When they returned 
with the cane mill, she and Chris made enough molasses to last 
all winter, Rosie stripping the cane, while Chris attended to 
the horse power, the machine and the boiling pans. They 
worked hard, sometimes until nearly midnight} but when it was 
all done, it seemed good to have so much of their winter’s food 
supply set away in the cellar. 

More women were coming to the new country. Two years 
earlier, there had hardly been a woman within miles. Frances 
Athey and Lizzie Graeber had come out the year before Rosie 
arrived} and about the time that Rosie came, many of the mar- 
ried men went ‘‘back east” — ^which usually meant Eastern Kan- 
sas, Missouri, Iowa, or Illinois — ^to fetch their wives out to 
their new homes. These women soon set about tidying up the 
primitive dugouts that dotted the prairie. A few brought chil- 
dren, others soon had them, and strings of diapers flapped from 
many a clothes line, or covered the buffalo grass in the yards. 

Frances Athey became the mother of twins soon after Rosie 
came. Rosie went over to help, but found hardly enough 
clothes there for one baby, and everything so scanty and meager 
in the little dugout that she hardly knew how to manage. 
Afterward some of the neighbors induced the Cawker merchant, 
Parker, to give them some cloth and Rosie helped make it up 
into diapers and dresses for the two babies. 

“Didn’t reelly need two right now, while we’re tryin’ to git 
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the oxen paid fer,” Frances said one dayj “but I reckon the 
Lord knows what’s best.” The Lord was destined to have a 
lot to account for over at Athey’s. 

Promising indeed the new country seemed to these settlers 5 
and they were soon boasting of the wonderful climate, of the 
mildness of the winters, of the balmy spring days, of the cool 
nights of summer, of the healthful and invigorating tonic of the 
air. It was a common jest that they would never need a cem- 
etery, that people would probably live forever in such a salu- 
brious climate. And they knew the soil was deep and rich and 
productive — the finest in the world. Some of the more san- 
guine began to feel a sympathy for unfortunate friends and 
relatives who were enduring the hard life of Iowa or Illinois 
or Pennsylvania or Eastern Kansas, and wrote back urging them 
to come to the new Elysium, in the valley of the Solomon. At 
a party at McConkeys, one night, Rosie first heard a song 
which was often sung that year: 

“O, give me a home where the bufiFalo roam, 

Where the deer and the antelope play. 

Where never is heard a discouraging word. 

And the sky is unclouded all day.” 

When fall came, and the little patch of corn had been husked, 
there was not a great deal of work to do, for they had only the 
two horses, a few cows, two pigs, and two dozen chickens to 
care for. It seemed a life of leisure to Rosie, for in her own 
home, even as a girl of twelve or thirteen, she had always had 
to do much of the house work for a family of ten, and had 
helped her father with the corn husking and other farm work. 
Henry bought a half-interest in a big cottonwood tree from 
Chris, and he and Chris together cut a supply of wood for both 
families. 
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There were frequent social festivities to attend: Granger par- 
ties, tafiFy parties, surprise parties, and quilting and sewing par- 
ties for the women. Henry made a sleigh of two bent saplings, 
so that he and Rosie could go in style when there was snow 
on the ground. Occasionally there was a party in the neighbor- 
hood where the young people — and they were all young — 
would prance back and forth to the tuneful melodies of Weev- 
illy Wheat, Old Dan Tucker, BufFalo Girls, Miller Boy, Old 
Brass Wagon, We’ll All Go Down to Rousers, and My Father 
and Mother were Irish. Dancing to the music of the violin was 
not deemed a Christian form of amusement by the stricter mor- 
alists of the community} but the accordion was not thought to 
be to the same extent an instrument of the devil, and since 
Henry played the accordion, he was much in demand. Rosie 
had been taught that life was for work and not for pleasure, 
and she was never quite sure that it was right to go to any such 
light affairs} so she sometimes stayed at home when Hemy 
went out with his accordion. She felt lonesome on such even- 
ings, and even a bit hurt, to think he would leave her alone} 
but of course Henry could not refuse anyone who wanted him 
to play. 

The refreshments at these parties were usually simple and 
inexpensive, although sometimes fried cakes were served, or 
even pie or cake. Once when Henry and Rosie had a party at 
their house, Rosie served blanc mange, which was thought 
quite an extravagance. At a surprise party at Benders, the 
hostess was obliged to bake corn bread and serve it with black 
coffee. Sometimes no refreshments were served, and to guard 
against such contingencies, Steve Linge sometimes took bread 
along in his wagon, and went out between dances to eat. 

Then there were literary societies to go to, spelling schools, 
and lectures on Mormonism} and sometimes Henry and Rosie 
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would visit the nei|jhbors — perhaps go in the morning and stay 
all day. On New Year’s Eve they went up to Bartsch’s, who 
lived two miles up the creek, to watch the old year out, passing 
the time with visiting, singing and prayer. Chris Bartsch, a 
German with a face so full of kindly wrinkles that no child 
could look at him and be afraid, had filed on his claim the year 
before Rosie came. His claim was not good land — the good 
land had all been taken before he came. When he brought his 
wife out a year later, he arrived at his sod dugout during a 
heavy rain, to find the roof partly caved in, and a foot of water 
in the house. His wife had hardly expected such accomoda- 
tions, and refused to enter the house — ^perhaps not seeing any 
particular advantage in being there. When he had dipped the 
water out and got the children in, she was induced to enter, 
and take up the duties of a homesteader’s wife. She and Rosie 
became fast friends, and many a time, when the latter was sick, 
she came down^o help with the work. 

Religious meetings held in the various homes from time to 
time, served as entertainment too, and there was always a crowd 
in attendance. There was little in any of the new homes to af- 
ford interest or entertainment — few newspapers, or books, or 
magazines, or musical instruments. Many homes had none of 
these 5 and the people were glad to have a place to go, where 
they could see each other and forget the tedium of their homes. 

Most of the preachers were poorly educated, a few of them 
almost illiterate. The Reverend Mr. Bowers, who preached 
occasionally at Henry’s cabin, was able to read his precious 
Bible only very slowly and stumblingly, but he had the spirit 
of evangelism in his heart, and preached with such power that 
neighbors a mile away could enjoy the message, and ever 
those more than two miles away could sometimes hear him on 
quiet evenings, when the windows were open. Many of these 



24 


SOD AND STUBBLE 


preachers were sincere and unselfish crusaders, but some were 
crude and uncultured, others selfish and fleshly, and a few the 
worst type of rasca^impostors, or even rakes. 

Whenever a premier came into the community, a meeting 
was arranged at the home of one of the settlers, and someone 
tried to get word to as many of the neighbors as possible. Peo- 
ple would come long distances — ^ten or twelve miles, or even 
farther — to attend these meetings, driving in their lumber 
wagons, or even walking — ^perhaps barefooted — ^if they had no 
teams. One night when a meeting was being held in Henry’s 
cabin, so many crowded in that the floor began to sag danger- 
ously, and in- the midst of the services Henry had to ask the 
worshippers to step outside until he could go down into the 
cellar and brace up the floor with poles. 

One Sunday afternoon, when there was a meeting at Henry’s 
house, during one of the prayers the room suddenly turned 
dark, and on looking up, the worshippers saw the faces of In- 
dians peering curiously in at the windows. For a moment there 
was consternation in the little room. Henry seized his revolver 
and ran to the door, but at a glance he saw that the Indians 
standing around the cabin carried no weapons, and seemed 
peaceful enough. They finally made him understand that they 
only wanted something to eat; and Rosie had to give them all 
the bread she had baked for the after-church dinner, spread 
with butter and with some precious citron butter that she had 
put up for the winter. The Indians seemed dissatisfied, and 
finally made Rosie understand that they disliked the salted but- 
ter on the bread; so she scraped off what she could, and gave 
them bread spread only with citron butter. This they took 
without any word or comment, and went away. 

The services had scarcely begun again, when the Indians 
reappeared at the door, and one of them exhibited a dead chick- 
en, that had died of the cholera some time before. 
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“Heap good,” he exclaimed, showing how the skin peeled 
easily from the decaying flesh. “Heap good,” and he pointed 
to other dead chickens in the hands of other Indians. Henry 
and Rosie finally understood that they wanted to take all of 
these with them, and, when they signified their willingness, the 
noble red men started off again to their camp down by the 
river. 

The post office was established in Henry’s cabin that winter, 
under the name “New Arcadia.” Old man Vietz had kept post 
office in his cave in the creek bank, but Bender coveted his claim, 
and had threatened to shoot him if he did not leave the country. 
One day the poor old German came up to Henry’s with a bunch 
of letters, and asked Henry if he would distribute his mail for 
a few days, as he was leaving for a while. Henry agreed, but 
Vietz never returned} and so the job of postmaster came to 
Henry and Rosie. 

The pay was small — ^their percentage receipts from stamps 
sold and cancelled amounted to only about two dollars a month 

and it was a great deal of trouble, for one of them had to be 
at the house practically all the time. The neighbors came often 
for their mail — always anxious for letters and news from their 
old homes — and usually stayed to visit. Sometimes they stayed 
much too long, or even for meals. If anyone came for mail at 
dinner time, he was of course invited to eat. The stage driver, 
who came every day with the mail, usually took his dinner at 
a station farther up the river, but if he came at dinner time, 
he was often invited to dinner too. Henry and Rosie, on the 
other hand, did not need to go anywhere for their own mail } 
they got a wide variety of stuff through the mail — ^pictures, 
magazines, newspapers, samples and advertisements} and they 
always had interesting news of the outside world from the stage 
driver. 

One day they received a little photograph of Charlie Ross, 
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who had been kidnapped in Philadelphia, with the pathetic re- 
quest that they help to find hiruj and for months afterward, 
whenever an emigrant wagon passed, Rosie could not help 
wondering if Charlie Ross might be hidden away in it. She was 
particularly sympathetic because of a kidnapping which her 
father had once seen, and often told about. Her father and an 
old friend from Germany had just been admitted as immigrants 
at New York, and were walking up the street with their fami- 
lies, when a cab with three men in it stopped beside them, two 
men jumped out of the cab, seized the man’s daughter — a 
young girl of seventeen — ^threw her into the cab, and drove 
rapidly away before anyone realized what was happening. Her 
father never saw her again. 

Rosie and Henry once got complimentary tickets to the 
Ringling Brothers’ Show, which was coming to Cawker, so they 
drove down to Cawker to see the circus. Hundreds of wagons 
with teams of horses or oxen tied to them stood on the vacant 
lots about the townj and the crowds of people completely filled 
the town’s single business block. It was a grand circus too, one 
to be remembered for many long years. 

Rosie herself did not read much of the stuff that came 
through the mails. As a little girl she had never been able to 
go to winter school, because she had no shoes and no warm 
clothes j and when a summer term was organized later, she went 
only half a day — to a teacher who came to school barefooted. 
Rosie s mother became ill that day, and she never was able to go 
again. Her father then taught her at home, but with all the 
work that had to be done, she never developed the habit of 
reading much — even, from her observations of housewives who 
read a great deal, got a strong suspicion of the habit. Yet now 
and then she did take the time to read some of the papers that 
came to them. Henry always liked to read, and sometimes lost 
himself in the newspaper when he should have been doing 
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something else — lost himself so completely that he was ut- 
terly oblivious to everything going on about him. 

Henry was justice of the peace, too, for several years, and 
the office took time that brought little money returns. When- 
ever a case came to him for settlement, Rosie usually went down 
to the cellar to be out of the way. One day two men came in 
with a quarrel over s’ome cattle, and Rosie went down cellar 
with her sewing, as usual j but when she overheard all the vile 
cursing and swearing of the men in the room above, she almost 
wished she had gone to the stable. On another occasion, a man 
living several miles away asked Henry to come over and “hitch 
him up” to the woman of his choice. Since the horses had been 
working all day, Henry walked over, although it was raining. 
When the ceremony was over and the man properly ‘^hitched 
up,” he ’asked Henry what the “damages” were, to which 
Henry replied that he made no particular charge, expecting 
of course that the man would give him something for his trou- 
ble j but the fellow only thanked him and invited him to sup- 
per. Even this Henry could not accept, for his clothes were 
wet, and it was getting dark, and he wanted to get home. 
Rosie spent most of the next day cleaning his clothes and boots. 
It was Henry’s usual experience in such matters — and Rosie’s 
too. 

Homesick Rosie was, often, for her own people, and for the 
hills and trees and flowers and fruits of Eastern Kansas 5 but 
Henry was kind and considerate, and appreciative of his pretty 
and efficient young wife. He was not a good manager or busi- 
ness man, and often allowed himself, and incidentally Rosie, to 
be imposed upon by strangers, and by a few of the neighbors. 
When he lent out his breaking plow, or his corn sheller, or 
fanning mill, or his horses, he never could bring himself to ask 
any rental j he never charged a really fair wage for breaking 
sod for the neighbors} and of course Rosie had to help make up 
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for his generosity, by skimping in every way. He was generous 
with Rosie too, though, and never raised any question about 
her expenditures for herself or for the houses in fact he some- 
times bought things for her that she would never have thought 
of buying for herself. He was a good farmer, always had good 
crops if anyone had; he was an ingenious mechanic, kept his im- 
plements in good working order, and fixed up many little con- 
veniences in and about the house; and, as Rosie often said to 
herself, he had “good ideas” about almost everything — except 
money. Rosie soon learned to respect his weather predictions, 
his skill in treating any kind of illness, and his general inform- 
ation, for he had received a good education in Germany, an 
education which proved useful not only to her, but to some of 
the neighbors, who often came to him for help. 

Henry’s manner of shaving was one of Rosie’s greatest sur- 
prises. For hfer father, shaving had always been the rough 
equivalent of a major operation. His razor had to be stropped 
at great length, the water had to be heated to just the right 
temperature, the room must be kept closed, for any draught 
hurt his face; and even with all conditions favorable, he would 
grit his teeth as he plied his razor, and would pufiF out his 
cheeks and groan and grumble as if he had swallowed a stand 
of bees. Rosie had learned to think of shaving as a terrible or- 
deal. What was her surprise to see Henry get out his razor and 
mug, pour a little water of almost any temperature into the 
pan, draw the razor a few times across the strop or his boot 
top, and shave in a few minutes, without any fuss whatever! 

Henry was like that in all matters. In the house and out- 
side, he always had his things in order, and with no fuss or noise 
or irritation. He was scrupulously clean and neat in his per- 
sonal habits, and gentlemanly in his language and behavior. 
He never came to the table without first washing and combing 
his hair and beard with care, he never used tobacco in any form, 
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he never resorted to profanity, and seldom even to slang. “Ach, 
the deuce!” was his nearest approach to violent language. 
Most important of all, he was invariably thoughtful and con- 
siderate of Rosie. Occasionally he even brought her bouquets 
of wild flowers when he came in from the field, if he found 
some that were unusually pretty or fragrant. 

It always seemed lonely when Henry went to Russell or 
Hastings or Waterville. He usually traded at Cawker City, 
only ten miles away, but Cawker City was sixty miles from the 
nearest railroad, and prices of goods were high there, while 
the Cawker City merchant, Parker, paid less for gr ain and but- 
ter and eggs than the dealers in the railroad towns. So Henry 
sometimes took his stuflF to Russell, or even occasionally to 
Hastings or Waterville. 

While he was gone, Rosie had tasks that called for all her 
capable energy. She had to do the chores, feed and care for the 
livestock, and attend to the mail. She tried to do as much other 
work as possible too, while Henry was gone, so she could help 
him when he was at home. She sorted out corn husks to make 
a new husk bed tick, to replace the straw tick, which was getting 
rather hard to sleep onj she braided husks and sewed them 
together to make little mats for the floor 3 she made lye of wood 
ashes, and then used it in hulling corn for hominy 5 she browned 
rye for coffee. Then she had sewing to do, for she was making 
a wagon cover, an everyday dress for herself, shirts and mittens 
and a vest for Henry3 and, most important of all, she was mak- 
ing baby clothes, tiny little dresses with hand embroidery and 
lace, getting the cloth from one of her white skirts and her white 
polonaise. Rosie worked hard when Henry was gone. 

And yet it was lonely, especially at night, when the coyotes 
barked and howled down along the river and up in the hills, 
and the owls hooted from the prairie dog town. Then the 
prairie seemed a vast and lonely place. Although Rosie was al- 
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most a stranger to fear, she barred her door, kept Henry’s re- 
volver on a chair by her bed, and a few times spent sleepless 
nights. 

Sleeping thus alone one night, she was awakened by a sound 
)f voices in the yard. Henry had just left for Russell that 
norning, and she knew he could not be back so soon. She held 
ler breath and listened. There were two men outside, talking 
:o each other in low tones. Presently the silhouette of a bearded 
race darkened the little window across from her bed. For what 
seemed a long time the face peered into the cabin, while Rosie 
5at up in her bed, too frightened to think of the revolver that 
lay on the chair beside her. Presently the face moved from the 
window, and a moment later she heard a footfall on the door 
stepj a cautious hand fumbled the latch and tried to push the 
door open. The lock held, and Rosie began to hope that the 
insistent visitor had gone, when the face appeared at the win- 
dow, and a hand slowly raised the sash. For a moment she sat 
there too frightened to move or cry outj but when the intruder 
started to push his head into the window, Rosie reached for the 
revolver, aimed above the figure wedged in the opening, and 
fired. At the report the intruder jerked his head back with such 
force as to break the window to slivers, and disappeared in the 
darkness. Very soon she heard a wagon driven rapidly out of 
the yard. The next morning she saw the wagon tracks left in 
the grass, but she never knew who her intruders were. They 
had stolen nothing from the barn or chicken house, but Rosie 
enjoyed no sound sleep again until Henry returned. 

“I’m certainly glad,” she said, when he got home, “that you 
don’t have to go down east to work every winter, like Steve 
Linge. I don’t know what Pd do if I had to stay here alone 
all winter.” 

The next day after this incident, two passing tramps, perhaps 
the same ones who had tried to get into Rosie’s cabin, outraged 
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the wife of one of the settlers, and this frightened some of the 
young wives of the neighborhood. Some of them stayed with 
neighbors when their husbands were away from homej but 
when Henry, the next time he went to Russell, suggested that 
Rosie stay with Chris and Louisa, Rosie declared that there was 
too much work to do, and she thought she could take care of 
herself. She kept the revolver within easy reach, studied all 
callers critically, and once had to threaten with the revolver 
a man who persisted in coming into the house without invita- 
tion. 



CHAPTER IV 


The Mad Wolf 

When great herds of buffaloes roamed the prairies, packs 
of wolves followed them, hamstringing and killing strag- 
lers — ^the old, infirm, sick or crippled 5 but the buffaloes were 
almost all gone before Rosie came, and the wolves with them. 
Yet on still nights she could sometimes hear wolves howling 
from the woods along the creek, or up in the hills to the north — 
a wild, long-drawn, lonely howl that made the dog creep close 
to the door, and caused her own blood to run cold. 

One crisp, sunny morning in December, as Henry and Rosie 
were sipping the last of their breakfast rye coffee, a man on 
horseback rode into the yard and reined up at the door. 

“Hello, Henry! Hi there!” he called, in a voice like the 
roar of a lion. It was Mart Starling, a settler living several 
miles over toward Oak Creek, a man with a stentorian voice 
which neighbors a mile away could hear easily on quiet even- 
ings. 

Henry stepped out into the yard. “Hello, yourself. Don’t 
you know enough to come in where it’s warm?” But Henry 
quickly saw that his levity was out of place, for Mart Starling 
looked very serious. 

“They’ve got some trouble up on Oak Creek,” he said, “and 
I wonder if you would have time to help a little.” 

Henry usually had time to help the neighbors. “Surely. 
What’s the trouble?” He stepped out, closing the door behind 
him. 

“It’s Nebraska Stevens, the boy that was bitten by a mad 
wolf a while back. He went mad yesterday, and chased his 
folks out of the house. Some of us will have to help take care 
of him.” 
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“Oh, I hadn’t heard about itj I knew they had a bad scare 
up there a while back.” 

“Worse than a scare, a hell of a lot worse, Henry. He was 
down at the south ranch, heard a great noise and commotion 
in the chicken house one night, and went out to see what was 
wrong. Must have been afraid of a wolf — ^people had been 
talking about a mad wolf coming down the creek somewhere, 
so he took his gun along j but when he got to the door of the 
chicken house, the brute jumped out and chewed him up be- 
fore he could raise his gun.” 

“Couldn’t they get him to a mad stone?” asked Henry. 

“Took him to Saint Joe, but the doctor couldn’t find a stone 
big enough to cover the bite. He came on home — for a while 
thought he was all right. But yesterday he was down to the 
creek to get a bucket of water, and had a fit when he saw the 
water.” 

“Have they got a doctor?” 

“No use getting a doctor. A doctor would be afraid to come 
near him. He went back to the house and told his mother. His 
father and John Wise are taking care of him nowj but some- 
body will have to take a turn today. Hasn’t bitten anybody yet, 
but when he gets a fit they just run outside, and hold the door 
on him. I saw him last night. It’s terrible, terrible.” Mart 
looked away for a minute, and then reiterated: “Terrible!” 

'T’ll be up as soon as I can. Shall I bring the missus?” 

“Nothing for her to do. No place for a woman anyhow. No 
place for anybody, really.” Mart turned his horse and was 
gone. 

Henry went back into the house to tell Rosie of his errand, 
and, after feeding his stock, he struck across the prairie toward 
Oak Creek. At every step his feet slipped on the frost-covered 
buffalo grass 5 but the clear, crisp air gave him energy that made 
the miles short, and in an hour he could look down into the 
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valley of Oak Creek, and see the sod house in which the doomed 
boy was being held. There were two wagons standing in the 
yard, with horses picketed near. Smoke was rising in a thin 
column from the chimney. 

When yet a long way from the house, Henry heard the 
sound of a voice, high, raucous and hysterical, apparently in 
angry protest at some wrong. As he came nearer, the com- 
plaints turned to suffocated sobs, and just as he reached the 
house, the door was suddenly thrown open, and two men rushed 
out into the yard, slamming the door after them. 

“Can I help a little here?” asked Henry. 

“Take Bill Stevens’ place,” said John Wise, “so he can take 
his wife away. This is no place for her,” John Wise was one 
of Henry’s best friends, although he lived several miles away, 
up on Oak Creek. 

The knocking and commotion in the house ceased, and they 
opened the door again. There on the dirt floor, with clothing 
torn and soiled, lay the boy, almost a young man, panting and 
exhausted, his eyes staring wildly from their sunken sockets. 

“Water, water! Won’t you give me a drink?” he moaned, 
reaching out his hands in anticipation. “I want a drink! ” 

John stepped into the other room, and returned with a tin 
dipper of water. “It won’t do. But, God, to hear him beg! 
Get to the door, boys. I’ll give it to him.” 

The boy rose and sat on the edge of the straw tick. He 
reached for the cup with both hands, a look of pitiful hope, yet 
of terror, on his face. No sooner had he raised the cup to his 
lips than he fell into a suffocating paroxysm of sobbing and 
coughing, and the water splashed to the floor. 

Henry turned his face away, and stepped through the door, 
into the next room. Hearing a sob behind him, he turned. 
There was the mother, standing by the single little window, 
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with her face buried in her hands, as if to shut out the sounds 
that came from the other room. In a few minutes the boy’s 
paroxysms ceased, and then the piteous begging for water could 
be heard distinctly through the closed door. 

John presently appeared at the kitchen door. “Come on, 
mother,” he said. “The team is ready. You and Bill will have 
to go. We’ll take care, the best we can.” 

The mother permitted her shawl to be thrown over her 
shoulders, but she must see her boy again j and, refusing to be 
led out to the wagon, she opened the door into his room. 

“You have to go, don’t you, ma,” the boy said, hoarsely, 
looking at her with abject terror in his wild eyes. “I can’t 
help it. But I won’t bite this time. Kiss me, anyhow, before 
you go away.” 

She stepped toward his bed, but Henry grasped her arm and 
held her. “Don’t do that!” he said, with a world of kindly 
sympathy in his voice. “You better go, before . . . before he 
gets worse.” 

“I won’t hurt you this time! Surely I won’t!” pleaded the 
boy. He rose from his bed and took a step toward her, but 
reeled and fell heavily against the wall, crumpling to a pitiful 
heap on the floor. She reached down to help him up, but Henry 
again held her back, and himself lifted the boy up onto his bed. 

“Please come now,” he said. “You can’t do any good, and 
you ought not to be here.” 

She paused a moment, looking back at the helpless figure on 
the bed, and then suffered herself to be led from the room, and 
out to the wagon. With Henry’s help she managed to climb 
up over the wagon wheel, and into the seat. He picked up the 
shawl that she had dropped and handed it to her. 

“We’ll do the best we can, and I’ll send for you, if there’s 
anything you can do.” 
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“Oh yes, let me come back ... let me come back when I 
can. And if you could only give him some water!” She looked 
at him imploringly. 

“I’ll try it again. We’ll do all we can.” Henry watched the 
wagon roll out of the yard and down the road, the mother sit- 
ting with her head bent over and hidden in her heavy black 
shawl. 

Mart Starling presently came, and John went home. The 
day and night passed, and another day, filled with such exper- 
iences as Henry would never banish from his mind. He slept 
part of the second night, wrapped in a horse blanket, on the 
kitchen floor. 

Toward morning the sick boy called again for a drink. 

“No, better not drink now,” said Mart. “It will only make 
you worse.” 

“Water! water! Just a little drink!” pleaded the boy in a 
hoarse whisper. “It won’t hurt this time.” 

“Let’s give him some,” said Henry. “It can’t hurt much. I 
told his mother I would.” 

“You do it, if you want to,” said Mart, turning to the door. 

Henry got a dipper of water from the kitchen, and held the 
boy’s head up with one hand while he raised the dipper to his 
lips. This time there were no paroxysms. The boy drank deep- 
ly, and fell back on the bed and slept. Henry threw the blanket 
over him and returned to his comrade in the kitchen. 

“I wonder if he could get well?” he questioned. “Do they 
ever get well?” 

“Never heard of such a thing. But anything is better than — 
than to see him try to drink.” 

The next night Henry went home, carrying a stout club all 
the way — an unusual thing for him to do, for he generally did 
not know what fear was. As he entered the yard he began 
singing “Stille Nacht”, so that Rosie would know no intruder 
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was coming, and the door was open when he reached the step. 

“How is he?” asked Rosie. 

For a minute he made no answer, but occupied himself with 
lighting the lamp and poking the smoldering embers in the lit- 
tle stove. As he put another stick of wood on the fire he said 
simply: “Smothered in his own bed tick.” And those were the 
only words Rosie ever heard him utter regarding his days and 
nights with the mad boy. 

The death of Nebraska Stevens was soon known to all the 
settlers roundabout. The mad wolf bit a man farther down the 
creek, and infected a number of dogs, cows, and horses, and 
wild animals, before it was killed. The man did not yield to 
the infection, but there was an epidemic of hydrophobia among 
animals of all kinds. Mothers feared to trust their children out 
of doors. Dogs were watched with the greatest anxiety, and 
many were killed at first suspicion of the disease. Several cows 
went mad and bellowed themselves to death. Pigs and horses 
were not immune, Steve Tinge’s horses were bitten by a skunk, 
and he had to shoot one of them when it developed the dreaded 
symptoms on the way home from Russell. Having only a light 
load, he hitched his remaining horse to the doubletree, and 
drove on. A few miles farther on, the animal began to rear 
and froth at the mouth, but by driving between fits he managed 
to get home before it died. Henry stopped all the holes in his 
stable carefully, and kept the door shut when the horses were 
in, lest some rabid animal should get in and bite themj and 
Rosie cast an anxious eye up and down the road whenever she 
ventured far from the house. 

Wild animals became unusually dangerous. One evening as 
Henry and Rosie were sitting at the supper table they heard a 
scream outside. Almost immediately the door flew open and 
Lizzie Graeber stumbled into the room, slammed the door after 
her, and crumpled to a dishevelled heap on the floor. 
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skunk! A mad skunk! ” she screamed, as Henry stooped 
to lift her into a chair. The animal could be heard threshing 
about, scratching and biting at the door. Sensing the danger to 
his livestock, if the animal should invade the corral or should 
get into the barn, Henry grabbed the revolver from the shelf, 
opened the door an inch or two, and shot the insistent and un- 
welcome visitor. Lizzie had been visiting the Benders, and had 
been chased by the skunk on her way home. 

Hydrophobia was not the only danger that threatened the 
livestock. There was a gang of horse thieves up in the hills — 
the Oldacre boys. Their mother was said to have helped to 
deliver Jesse James when he was born. They were reputed to 
be a part of an organization extending all the way west from 
Atchison, with Atchison business men at the head, their method 
being to steal horses at one of their stations, drive them at 
night to another station, and so finally get them to Atchison. 
Some of the settlers finally organized a vigilance committee, 
and surrounded the hut where the Oldacre boys kept their 
stolen horses 5 but the ensuing battle was only a draw, with one 
horse thief and one settler shot. They were then arrested for 
resisting arrest, but, with plenty of money and a good lawyer, 
they secured acquittal, and continued to operate as before. The 
neighbors for miles around were afraid of them. Henry never 
knew when he might return from a visit to the neighbors, or 
awaken in the morning, to find his horses gone, and himself 
without any means of cultivating his land. To lose his horses 
would have been worse than to lose his claim, for while he 
might easily take another claim, or buy a relinquishment from 
someone else, he would have found it hard to earn two hundred 
dollars for another team. 

Several horses were stolen one night from some of the set- 
tlers living up on Dry Creek, and Henry set himself seriously 
to the task of making his own possessions more secure. His 
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first thought was to build another stable directly against the 
house, as several of the neighbors had done, so that he could 
watch the horses at night j but after talking it over with Rosie 
he dropped this idea, because it would cost something to build 
a new stable, and the horses would be unpleasant neighbors. 
He then tried to work out some sort of scheme for running a 
rope from the stable door to the house, so that any opening of 
the door would give the alarm 5 but the stable was too far from 
the house. Finally, he decided that it would perhaps be suf- 
ficient to get a heavy bolt, lock the stable, and keep the dog 
there at night. In summer time he always slept in the door of 
his cabin, so that he could hear any disturbance easily j and 
when he left home, he usually drove the team, sometimes even 
when he would rather have walked. Thus, by watching the 
horses day and night with unremitting vigilance, Henry man- 
aged to keep his team. 

Another danger was seldom out of mind, in dry weather 
— ^prairie fires. With most of the land still in grass, fires had 
a clear sweep of the land, and would sometimes travel a hun- 
dred miles. When Henry saw the sky lighted up in any direc- 
tion, he saw to it that the rain barrel was full, and watched 
anxiously. 



CHAPTER V 


The Bright-Eyed Baby 

It was the friendly springtime, time to dig in the ground, to 
hoe and rake and burn the dead stalks and leaves, time to 
plant things j and this spring Henry and Rosie were planting 
trees. Henry dug up a wagonload of seedlings down by the 
river, and he and Rosie spent several days planting a big grove 
of cottonwoods along the north side of the claim. Then they 
planted some apple trees and grape vines that Rosie’s father 
had sent, and a white rosebush that her mother had put in the 
package. Rosie conjured up splendid visions of shade and fruit 
and flowers as she dug in the soft, mellow ground, and poured 
buckets of water around the new plants. Every tree would 
help, too, to bring the change in climate which all of the set- 
tlers looked forward to. 

The work was barely done soon enough, for it was time for 
the baby to come. There was of course no doctor. No one 
thought of calling a doctor for so casual a matter. Mary Bartsch 
came down to help, and afterward one of the Bartsch girls came 
and stayed for a week. Then Rosie resumed her work, with 
the added task of caring for her bright-eyed baby. 

What bright blue eyes he had — so bright that when he was 
lying on his mother’s lap, she could see the buttons of her dress 
reflected in them! And how Henry enjoyed playing with him, 
holding the little fellow, and letting him pull at his beard! 
There is nothing like a baby to give life a real meaning. They 
called him Albert, after Rosie’s youngest brother, who had 
died in infancy. 

Rosie hardly suspected that the first danger that should 
threaten her baby would be one of the buffaloes that were dis- 
appearing so fast. One day, as she was on her way up to see 
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Mary Bartsch, carrying Albert in her arms, a lone bu£Falo ap- 
peared over the hill, charging directly toward her. The poor 
animal had been chased until it was wild with fright and fatigue, 
and seemed to see nothing as it plunged ahead. For an instant 
she stood terror-stricken, but when she saw that it was headed 
straight for her she ran to the side, and the big brute tore past 
her, its head down, its eyes wild and blood-shot, apparently 
taking no notice of anything. 

Henry too saw the buffalo, and mounted Sam quickly to 
join in the chase 5 but several of the neighbors were ahead of 
him, and Wilson Athey overtook and shot the animal several 
miles up the creek. Of course Henry got a piece of the meat, 
but he did not reach home with it until after dark. In the mean- 
time, Rosie had been worrying about him, for she had no idea 
as to what might have happened. Sam was so afraid of buf- 
faloes. 

In June, the weather became distressingly dry, and the 
wheat never headed out. This was discouraging, but Henry 
had only a small patch of spring wheat, and the new corn crop 
had a promising start. At a Fourth of July picnic held in 
Stone’s Grove, up on Twelve Mile Creek, there was much 
talk among the neighbors about the fine prospects for corn, and 
much hopeful planning of new houses, new barns, new dresses, 
and trips back east to see the home folk. 

The weather remained persistently dry, however, and the 
corn began to shrivel. In July came the long-remembered 
sixteen days of hot winds, that fired the corn before the tassels 
had a chance to develop, burned the grass to a dull brown, and 
blasted even the sunflowers that grew along the edges of the 
fields. Some of the leaves fell from the little trees that Rosie 
and Henry had planted in the spring. 

The baby did not thrive. Healthy and vital girl that she 
was, Rosie had far more milk than the baby could use at first. 
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and her breasts caused her great discomfort and pain. She tried 
various expedients to secure relief, but without much success. 
One day Lizzie Graeber suggested that if she would heat a 
bottle in live steam and hold the opening of the bottle to her 
breast, the cooling of the bottle would drain the surplus milk. 
Rosie tried this, but scalded her nipples so badly that she could 
no longer nurse the baby at all. She would have been willing 
to endure the pain, but the nipples festered until the baby would 
not have them. So she had to feed him on cow’s milk, which 
soured quickly in the steady heat, even in the cellar, or when 
they hung it down in the well. With no screens on the win- 
dows, there was contamination from flies and dust, and the 
baby fell sick with indigestion and dysentery. Not skilled in 
baby dietetics, Rosie boiled the milk, which promptly turned 
the baby’s dysentery into constipation, and finally into cholera 
infantum. 

He cried a great deal, day and night. Rosie cared for him in 
the daytime, but at night she and Henry took turns carrying 
him back and forth, trying every imaginable way to quiet 
him. Rosie searched her medicine cabinet for something that 
would bring him relief. She appealed to the neighbor women 
when they came for their mailj but, although most of them had 
medidnes and nostrums that they thought would work won- 
ders, none of their remedies did Albert any good. He grew 
slowly weaker and more emaciated — at last almost too weak 
to cry. 

One morning, after a long and anxious night, Rosie took 
him over to the door, and held him up to the light. 

"Henry,” she saidj "you will have to go and see the doctor. 
Our little boy can’t last long this way.” 

Henry stepped to the door and looked down at the child, 
who moaned weakly in his utter misery, more wasted and ema- 
ciated than Henry had realized before. He lifted one of the 
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little hands, and was frightened to see how thin were the tiny 
fingers — how unlike the chubby fingers that used to pull at 
his beard. 

“I better go right now, don’t you think?” 

“Oh, yes! go quick — just as quick as you can!” 

Without a word Henry hurried out to get the horses from 
their pickets. In a short time he had them harnessed and 
hitched to the wagon, and was gone along the winding trail 
that led to Cawker City, ten miles away. 

Rosie rocked the baby in her arms as she watched the wagon 
shrink to a tiny spot on the horizon — so slowly it moved that 
it seemed scarcely to move at all — and then saw it disappear. 
How helpless she felt, how helpless and alone, with the miles 
of prairie stretching about her, with no one near to help, and 
her little baby moaning out its life! If her mother were only 
there! Her mother would surely know what to do — or even 
Henry. Henry always had good ideas. She almost wished he 
had not gone, for she dreaded what might happen before he 
returned. Across her mind flashed a wild impulse to follow 
him, to overtake him and drive with the baby to the doctor j a 
glance down at the frail mite of humanity in her arms showed 
how truly wild this idea was. 

How long would Henry be gone? She tried to figure it out, 
as she looked fixedly at the point where the wagon had passed 
out of sight. Three hours — no, four hours at least, for Frank 
could not trot. Five hours, more likely, even if the doctor was 
at home, and longer than that if he was out. It would be past 
noon before he could possibly get back} and then he would 
bring medicine only, not the doctor. If she had only told him 
to bring the doctor! 

She sat down on the bed a moment to rest, but the child 
moaned and struggled convulsively in her arms, and she rose 
and resumed her walk. Back and forth she dragged her aching 



44 


SOD AND STUBBLE 


feet, from the stove to the door and back again to the stove, to 
and fro, brushing the flies from the thin little face, pausing at 
the open door each time she passed, to look hopelessly out 
across the prairie. The rising wind, already searing hot in mid- 
morning, blew intermittent clouds of dust and broken corn 
leaves up from the field and corral. She closed the door against 
a particularly dense cloud; but without the breeze the room 
was too hot, and she opened it again. 

Oh, the incessant, wearying wind! How it knocked and 
pounded at the windows and at the sod roof, scattering dust 
and pebbles over the floor, flapping the curtains, the towel 
hanging on the door, and the sheet that hung down over the 
side of the bed, rattling the saw that hung on the wall, banging 
the door back against the wood box, pulling and twisting the 
flower plants on the window shelf I If it would only quiet down 
for a while, or blow cool from the north again! The hot, im- 
placable wind that had taken the growing crops — now must it 
take her baby? 

As Rosie paced back and forth in the little cabin, Mary 
Hunker appeared in the door. Mary had come for her mail. 

“Oh, dear Mary,” exclaimed Rosie, hurrying to her with 
the baby, “what shall I do for my little boy? I’m afraid he’s 
worse, worse this morning. See his eyes — ^his eyes are not 
right!” Rosie held the baby up to the light. 

Mary held out her arms. “Let me carry him anyhow, while 
you sit down a minute. What kind of medicine do you give 
him?” 

Rosie showed her the bottle from which she had been get- 
ting medicine. “It is some that we got from the medicine man 
the last time he was here. It’s good medicine, but it hasn’t 
helped him. Oh, I’m so afraid! His eyes were all right this 
morning, and now see how they stare!” 

“Let’s try again,” suggested Mary. While she held the 
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baby, Rosie poxired out a small spoonful. With some difficulty 
she got it into his mouth. 

He choked and vomited and fell into convulsions. Rosie took 
him again, and walked about the room, rocking him in her 
arms and crying, “Oh, my poor little boy, my poor little boy.” 
The baby’s convulsions were followed by weak and plaintive 
crying. 

^‘Let me hold him anyhow, while you make your bed,” 
Mary suggested. Rosie handed him over helplessly, and turned 
to spread the covers of her bedj but a sharp cry from the child 
arrested her. He had turned his face toward her, and was hold- 
ing his hands out appealingly. This time there was recognition 
in his bright eyes. 

Oh, yes, he was better! He looked like himself again. She 
took him again in her arms, and looked out across the prairie 
for Henry — ^hopefully this time. 

A .movement of the child made her look down. He was in 
convulsions. His tiny, clinched hands pulled at her dress. His 
eyes, so bright a moment ago, stared unrecognizingly past 
her. He writhed a moment in agony, and then lay quiet. 

When Rosie realized that all was over, she hugged the little 
body to her and sobbed: “Oh, my poor little boy! My poor 
little boy!” She looked out across the prairie — ^but there was 
no longer any use. There would be no help from there now, 
no medicine that could cure, no doctor whose services would 
avail. “My poor little boy,” she moaned; and, forgetting 
Mary and all the world, she resumed her walk up and down 
the room, from the door to the stove, and back to the door, 
to and fro, back and forth, burying her face in the little white 
dress that she had just put on fresh and clean that morning. 

Presently she stopped at the door. “I wonder where Henry 
is?” she asked. “He ought to come back. It’s no use, no use, 
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“Pll run home and get Jake to go after him,” volunteered 
Mary. Tying on her bonnet she hastened out of the door and 
down the wagon trail toward her home. 

Rosie turned to the bed, laid the body of the child down, 
covered it with the corner of the sheet, then sat down on the 
edge of the bed, and surrendered to her utter grief and loneli- 
ness. 

An hour later she was awakened to the world by the distant 
sound of a horse galloping. It was Henry, coming rapidly up 
across the prairie on Jake Hunker’s horse. He dismounted 
quickly, and hurried into the house. A glance at the bed, and 
at Rosie sitting there, told him all. For a moment he stood 
looking down at the bed, as if trying to understand it, then sat 
down beside Rosie and threw his arm around her shoulders. 
He could not speak the words with which he would gladly have 
comforted her, but in the touch of his hand Rosie felt the 
healing sympathy of an understanding heart in their first great 
sorrow. 

Chris and Louisa and other friends soon came to help, and 
there was need of it, for there was no cemetery, no under- 
taker, no coffin, and no preacher to conduct a funeral. It had 
never occurred to Rosie that there might be need for such 
things. It was finally arranged that Frank Hagel should dig 
the grave, in a corner of the yard} that Wilson Athey should 
make the coffin} and, since Rosie insisted that there be funeral 
services, that George Graeber should read from the Bible and 
preach the sermon. Chris Bartsch offered to lead in the singing 
of a hymn. 

That night Henry and Rosie, worn out by many sleepless 
nights, and by the tragedy of the day, slept the sleep of utter 
exhaustion in the same room with the body of the child and the 
neighbors who had volunteered as watchers} and the next 
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morning they did not awaken until the watchers were gone, the 
sun was up, and the wind already blowing hot and dry from 
the south. 

When they had done the milking, and Rosie had taken the 
cows over to Benders for herding, Wilson Athey came with the 
coffin, a little, oval-shaped box, made of cottonwood boards, 
tapering to the foot, and scraped with glass until it was smooth. 
There was no lining in it, but Rosie tore up a white underskirt 
and folded the pieces into the coffin. 

The funeral was held at ten o’clock, with such decent dignity 
as the circumstances permitted. The neighbors came in lumber 
wagons, and tied their teams to the corral fence. In the house 
Henry had placed boards along the walls; on supports of 
chairs, boxes and nail kegs; and those who could not find room 
on these boards sat on the bed. When all were seated, George 
Graeber took his place in the door, and read a brief passage 
from Matthew: 

“Then were there brought unto him little children, that he 
should put his hands on them, and pray: and the disciples re- 
buked them. But Jesus said, ‘Suffer little children and forbid 
them not, to come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of 
heaven.’ ” 

After a simple sermon and a hymn, two men took up the 
coffin, and the rest followed out to the grave. There, with the 
wind blowing clouds of dust over from the corral, and tugging 
at the women’s skirts and bonnets, a short prayer was offered, 
and the little coffin was lowered into its shallow grave — one 
of the few graves of those days that were never lost in the years 
to follow. 

When the funeral was over, and the last wagon had rattled 
out of the yard, Henry and Rosie returned to the house, car- 
ried the board seats out, and set the few articles of furniture 
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back in place. Rosie gathered up the soiled baby clothes and 
put them in the washtub, and folded the clean clothes away 
carefully in the big box that served as a dresser. 

How quiet, and how empty, seemed the little room now! 
Rosie’s steps seemed almost to echo from the ends of the room, 
as she busied herself with setting things to rights. Henry sat 
on the edge of the bed, staring vacantly at the floor. 

Rosie stepped to the door, and looked up at the sun. 

guess it’s about time for dinner,” she said. 

Henry seemed not to hear. 

“Will you get some milk, the milk on the south end?” she 
asked, as she set out the bowls and spoons on the table. 

Henry went outside and into the cellar, brought up a crock 
of milk which he put on the table, and sat down at his place. 
The dinner of bread and milk was eaten in silence j then Henry 
rose and started out to feed the horses. 



CHAPTER VI 


Grassho-pfers 

A-LREADY during the funeral, Henry and Rosie had no- 
ticed a great many grasshoppers flitting about j and after 
the people had gone, Rosie saw that the cypress vine which 
grew up over the window was covered with them, eating the 
leaves greedily. As Henry stepped out of the door, he noticed 
a peculiar cloud in the west, too light in color to be rain, or 
even dust. He called Rosie to the door to look. The cloud 
came nearer, drifting higher, until it obscured the sun. Like a 
cloud of glistening snow flakes it was, but the flakes were alive, 
eddying and whirling about like the wild, dead leaves in an 
autumn storm j and soon the flakes came down, circling in myr- 
iads, beating against everything animate or inanimate. Grass- 
hoppers — millions, billions of them — soon covered the ground 
in a seething, fluttering mass, their jaws constantly at work 
biting and testing all things, as they sought what they might 
devour, their wings fluttering as if with some irresistible im- 
pulse of motion, making altogether a low, crackling, rasping 
sound, like the approach of a prairie fire. 

For a few minutes Henry and Rosie stood looking at the 
miracle in astonishment, but when the pests flew into their 
faces, and lodged in their clothing, they began to realize that 
this visitation was a serious matter. Rosie went back into the 
house, and closed the door and windows, while Henry stood 
watching from' the doorstep. 

The sy^arming insects flitted about, covering the ground and 
the house and the fence and the well curb. Crunching them 
under his feet at every step, Henry hurried out to the garden. 
There they swarmed over the onion, cabbage and tomato plants, 
on the few melon and cucumber vines that had survived the 
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drouth, and on the weeds along the edge of the garden. Not a 
green leaf or stem could be seen, so thickly they swarmed. Out 
in the cornfield they covered every green leaf and stalk. It 
was clear that what fodder had been left by the hot winds 
would soon be gone. Henry hurried back to the house. 

‘‘They’re eating the garden and the corn!” he exclaimed 
bursting open the door. 

For a moment Rosie stood confused and aghast. Then her 
natural self-reliance returned. “Well, let’s go out and cut 
what we can,” she said. She grabbed her bonnet from a nail on 
the wall, shook the grasshoppers out of it, and in a minute was 
ready. 

Henry had only one corn knife, so Rosie took the butchei- 
knife, and they hurried out to the field, where they found the 
few green leaves fast disappearing in the grasshoppers’ vora- 
cious mawsj but they set bravely to work hacking the stalks 
and standing them up in neat shocks. 

The butcher knife proved a poor tool to work with, for 
Rosie had to stoop low for every stalk, and it began to tire her, 
so they decided that Henry should cut the corn, and Rosie 
would carry it over to the shock — ^it was not heavy fodder, and 
was growing lighter every hour. In the heat and dust and 
wind, they worked steadily all afternoon, and at sunset had 
two rows of shocks standing in defiance of the omnivorous in- 
sects — ^not entirely successful defiance, to be sure, for the grass- 
hoppers immediately swarmed over the shocks, but they could 
eat only the outside. 

Covered with sweat and dust, and oh, how thirsty, they 
came in from the field at sunset. While Henry fed and watered 
the horses and pigs, Rosie went over to Benders to get the 
cows. It was dark before the last of the cows was milked and 
the supper of bread and milk had been eaten. Soon afterward 
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Henry and Rosie were again out in the corn field, where they 
worked until midnight. 

Worn out though she was, by all that had happened during 
the day, Rosie slept uneasily that night. Several times she 
started from her pillow with a vivid dream that she had heard 
that plaintive cry in the little bed beside her, only to remember, 
with a tightening at her throat, that it would never awaken 
her again. 

Early in the morning they went out to the field to cut corn 
again, but the remaining stalks had been stripped bare, and 
were no longer worth cutting. The hungry insects had not 
only eaten the leaves, but they had eaten the pith out of the 
stubs, even down into the ground. As Rosie passed the garden 
she saw that every green plant was gone. Even the weeds had 
everywhere been stripped, and an old bonnet which had been 
left hanging on a post was eaten to shreds. 

When Henry went to the stable, he found some of the ropes 
cut through, and the sweat-soaked parts of the harnesses were 
badly eaten. He carried the harnesses to the house to save 
them. The wagon was covered with the pests, and the paint 
had been eaten off in places. The water in the well swarmed 
with them. The little cottonwood trees that they had planted 
in the spring were stripped bare of all leaves, and even the 
bark was etched in places. A hoe handle leaning by the door 
of the cabin had been etched where the sweat had soaked in. 

Many of the ubiquitous pests had crept into the cabin. They 
flew into the water, into the milk pans, and into the kettles 
cooking on the stove. They ate holes in the curtains on the 
windows, and in the clothes hanging on the wall. They stripped 
Rosie’s house plants bare. When the windows and door were 
closed, the house was dark and unbearably hot} and Rosie had 
to keep them open as much as she dared. 
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The next day Henry started to draw the water out of the 
well, but he soon stopped, for as fast as he got the insects out 
others flew in. He tried covering the well with a buffalo robe, 
but they immediately began to eat the robe, so he had to take 
it off. 

The unwelcome visitors stayed about a week, apparently 
trying to fly on eastward, but the wind remained persistently 
in the southeast for several days, and they seemed unwilling or 
unable to fly against it. When the wind turned, blowing from 
the west, they flew away as suddenly as they had come. 

As soon as they were gone, Henry started to draw the water 
out of the well. He worked hard, and by evening had the 
water almost all outj but the next morning when he drew the 
bucket up, he found almost as many of the pests as there had 
been the day before. Many of them were still hidden in the 
wall, unable to fly out, and as they grew weaker fell down into 
the water. The water smelled to heaven, but it was all there 
was to drink. Rosie tried making rye coffee each meal, and 
that was better, although even in coffee the grasshopper flavor 
was merely diluted. It was weeks before the water was really 
fit to drink. 

After the pests were gone, the drouth and the heat continued 
unabated. Occasionally the wind shifted to the north, for a 
day or two of cool weather j but it soon veered around to the 
south again, and blew hot and dry across the dead grass and 
leafless stubs of corn. Henry tried to plow for wheat, but he 
could hardly hold the plow in the ground, and the soil came 
up in great, dry chunks j so he gave it up, and waited for rain. 

Henry was more fortunate than many of the neighbors. 
Those who had only shallow wells found themselves out of 
water, and were forced to haid water from the creek or river. 
The farm wagon loaded with barrels became a familiar sight, 
rising above the dugouts and stables of the neighboring farm- 
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yards. And when water had to be hauled, the cows often went 
thirsty, bawling and milling around the empty water troughs. 

In spite of drouth and pests, Henry gained a new neighbor 
that year — Fred Wetzel, Pennsylvania Dutch, who bought 
the Bender place when Bender moved onto old Vietz’s claim. 
Wetzel was an undersized little man, but amazingly active and 
industrious, with sharp, cruel blue eyes, and a high voice that 
broke into falsetto whenever he became excited. He worked 
his horses half to death, using a stick with a sharp nail in the 
end for a whip, and drove his children unmercifully, to get 
money to give to the church. In threshing, his daughters even 
worked at the tail of the straw carrier — the dirtiest job — and 
when one of them fainted one day, he laid her out in the shade 
until she revived and sent her back to work again. Yet he was 
honest, and always very kind to Henry and Rosie, and his 
wife, who was a midwife, later helped Rosie with two or three 
of her babies. 



CHAPTER VII 


Two 'Letters 

One day the stage driver brought a letter, a letter from 
Iowa, and Henry sat down by the table to read it. 

August 12, 1874 

Dear brother Henry: 

Your letter came so long ago that I am ashamed that I have 
not answered it before} but we have had the threshers, and 
are building a new barn, and there is always so much to do. 

It is too bad you have been having such hot winds. George 
says several people that left here for Kansas when you went 
are coming back this fall — ^Nungessers and Stecks and Schirm- 
ers — I guess you knew them. I don’t know how it will work 
out for them. It is not good to move too much} but if you 
think it would be better to come back here, Brietzes want to 
sell out. They want a thousand dollars for their quarter, and 
I could let you have the money. 

We were so sorry to learn about the baby. As mother used 
to say, ‘‘Das vergisst man nicht.” 

We are sending a box with a few things that we didn’t need 
here. Perhaps they will be good this winter. And if I can 
help you in any way, you know how glad I will be to do it. 
Everything is doing fairly well here. We had another rain 
yesterday, and George thinks the corn is about made if it does 
not frost too early. 

As ever, 

Kate 

Henry read the letter several times, and then sat staring at 
it until Rosie looked up from her sewing. She was patching a 
pair of overalls. 

“From John?” she asked. 
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“No, from Kate.” He hesitated a minute, and then con- 
tinued: “She says everything is fine in Iowa.” Henry handed 
her the letter, and sat picking with his thumbnail at a splinter 
in the table while she read it. 

“If I just had the three hundred dollars that woman stole 
in Iowa!” Henry said, when Rosie had finished reading the 
letter . It was unusual for Henry to bring up unhappy bygones. 

“IVe always thought perhaps some day she might be sorry, 
and send it back to you,” she answered 3 “but such things don’t 
ever happen, I guess, except in the story books.” 

“If I had even that much, it might be better to go back to 
Iowa. It’s a good country, and that Brietze farm is about the 
best farm around there — only a little corner cut out by the 
creek. I broke the land on it in ’sixty-five, when I got back 
from the war. I could have bought it then for three hundred 
dollars in greenbacks — had a hundred dollars, and could have 
borrowed the rest, but they wanted fifteen per cent interest. 
Thought it was too much.” Henry looked out of the door 
across the devastated patch of what had been his corn, and an 
air of settled dejection came across his face. He had seldom 
complained, even when Rosie had felt almost ready to give 
up, and now she saw that it was her turn to bear a cheerful 
countenance. 

“Oh, well, it will surely rain one of these days,” she said. 
“I remember how it was fourteen years ago at Holton — ^worse 
than this, I believe. That was our first year there, so mother 
and father didn’t know what kind of a country it was going to 
be.” 

“Eighteen sixty. Yet, that was bad in Illinois too, but not 
like this.” Henry’s eyes turned to the devastated corn field 
again. 

^‘Oh, worse, at home! I don’t remember much about it, but 
it was worse than this, except we had no grasshoppers.” Rosie 
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laid her sewing down as she spoke. “No rain from May until 
November, no wheat, no corn, no rye, or anything! We had 
no money that winter. Father was sick, and we had nothing to 
eat — nothing to eat — even our corn meal was giving out. Poor 
mother!” Rosie’s eyes filled with tears, as she looked out be- 
yond the open door that knocked back against the wood box 
with each gust of the wind, beyond the corn field on the other 
side of the corral, back into the dim recollections of early 
childhood. For a time she forgot herself, and only came back 
to reality when Henry turned in his chair to see what had hap- 
pened. 

“That winter,” she continued — ^“about Christmas time it 
was — she saw that we couldn’t get through till spring, and 
must have help. Mother hated to beg, and the neighbors were 
about as poor as we were. But she heard that there was aid in 
Atchison — ^it was thirty miles away — and there were Germans 
there who could understand her. She started to walk to At- 
chison one morning, with her poor shoes and ragged old striped 
shawl and coat. We had no team then — not even oxen. At 
noon a blizzard came up, and, oh, it got terribly cold. The 
snow piled up high around our old house, and drifted across 
the bed, where the wind blew in around the window sashes, and 
through the cracks between the logs.” 

“Almost sounds good, a day like this.” 

“Yes, but it wasn’t good. It was terrible. And mother didn’t 
get home for a week.” 

“She wasn’t out in it all?” 

“Oh, no, but we thought she was. And one day father called 
us girls, Minnie and me, and said, ‘Now, girls, mother is gone, 
and I won’t have time to bother with combing your long hair, 
there will be so much to do’j and he got the scissors, and cut 
our hair close. I remember how sad we all felt that day, al- 
though I didn’t really understand it all.” 
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“You were only about four or — ” 

‘Tive. But I knew it was very serious, because father wa 
crying, and I had never seen father cry before. And a coupl 
of days afterward a rnan drove in with a team and wagon j an( 
there on the seat beside him was mother he was bringing home 
How happy we all were 5 and mother cried and cried and hug 
ged us!” 

“Where had he found her?” 

“On the road, over in the Indian reservation. It was gettin, 
dark, and she was worn out with wading through the dee 
snow drifts. She told us all about it, said she just wished sh 
could lie down in one of those snow drifts and go to sleep— 
she hadn’t had anything to eat since she left home, you know 
But she thought of us at home waiting for her, and went or 
And then she saw a light ahead, and pretty soon a team cam 
along behind her, and the man took her to his home wher 
the light was. They thawed out her hands and feet with snow 
and brought her home as soon as they could. Oh, we wer 
so glad to see her!” 

“And she got no help?” 

“Not then. But later they brought some supplies in fror 
Atchison. So we got through the winter, and the next year w£ 
such a good year.” 

“It might be good here next year. I suppose we can g« 
through the winter if the neighbors can. Several are goin 
back, though,” said Henry, then added, “the ones that hav 
money to get away. Wise said last Sunday that he had bougl 
some pigs from a fellow up in the hills, for twenty-five cen 
each, and chickens for a penny, and a pile of corn for two do 
lars. If we had money we could buy some more stock cheap- 
but I don’t know what we’d feed them.” 

^‘There are surely a lot of movers going east. That w: 
such a sad woman here last night. She said they had near] 
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three hundred dollars, besides their team, when they went out 
to Gaylord two years agoj and now they are going back to 
Illinois without anything.” 

“The great trouble is that we would lose our homestead 
rights,” said Henry, whittling down a rough corner of the 
table with his jack knife as he talked. His mind was still on 
Kate’s letter. 

“Oh, foolishness!” exclaimed Rosie, picking up her sewing 
again with a decision which showed that in her mind the matter 
was settled. “We have no place to go, and nothing to do any- 
where but here. A thousand dollars of debts would worry me to 
death. Mother always said when everything looked worst, 
that was the time to hang on. And everyone seems to think our 
rain will increase, just as it did at Holton. Let’s just get along 
the best we can, and stay in our little home. It’s ours, and 
there’s no mortgage on it. We can surely manage somehow.” 

Henry rose from his stool, took his hat from a nail, and 
started out 5 but he had scarcely got out of the door, when he 
called back in a voice Rosie had not heard for long days: 

“Rosie, come out here!” 

Rosie gathered up her scissors and thread, and stepped out 
into the yard. 

“Look there! ” Henry exclaimed, pointing to the west. There 
was a great blue bank of clouds, its fleecy white edge gradually 
covering the sun, casting a cooling shade that spread like a 
benediction over the earth. Rosie looked at the cloud with 
interest, but without great confidence or enthusiasm. During 
the past weeks she had seen several clouds much like this thin 
out and disappear, and she was now thoroughly skeptical. Yet 
she always had great confidence in Henry’s weather predictions, 
and asked, even hopefully: “Do you really think it will come 
this way?” 

“It looks favorable,” said Henry. “The wind has been from 
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the south for several days, and it’s in the east now. There was 
a big ring around the moon last night, and the flies have been 
bad on the horses today.” 

Henry and Rosie sat down on the wagon tongue to watch 
the cloud come nearer. It came rapidly, the blue turned to 
gray, and the rain curtain emerged clearly from the wide 
cloud expanse. The lightning flashed in the distance, then 
closer, and the thunder growled and grumbled, and presently 
boomed triumphantly. The wind turned cool — how deli- 
ciously cool — as it shifted to the northwest, and blew a few 
great drops of rain down from the overhanging clouds. 

Rosie and Henry forgot themselves completely, until the 
first drops fell in the dust at their feet. They scarcely had 
time to get the clothes off the line and close the windows be- 
fore the torrents of rain poured from the heavens, splashed 
against the windows in fitful gusts, and started rivulets of 
muddy water down through the sod roof. It took most of the 
pans on Rosie’s shelves to catch the water, and she was busy 
for the next hour shifting the pans from one place to another, 
as the rain found new leaks in the roof. 

The wind died down, and the rain settled to a steady drizzle 
as evening came on. Henry took his shoes off and rolled up 
his overalls to go after the cows. When he came back, and was 
slipping and splashing about in the mud of the stable yard, 
Rosie could hear him whistling snatches of tunes with spirit 
and gusto. It was dark before the milking was done, and 
Henry came in for supper, drenched with rain and covered 
with mud. By the light of the lamp, with the cool air pouring 
in through the open door, they ate the supper of eggs and 
biscuits that Rosie had prepared while Henry was milking, 
with coffee — ^real coffee. And then, to the sound of the gently 
falling rain, two tired people slept a restful sleep they had not 
known for a long time. 
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The rain was too late to help crops, even if the grasshoppers 
had left any crops, but the pastures and the volunteer wheat 
came out green, and the cows that had been drying up soon 
gave more milk. So Henry and Rosie had plenty of milk, 
with wheat and corn bread, hominy, and even occasional de- 
licacies — eggs, dried corn and apples that Rosie’s mother sent, 
wild currants, citron butter, and molasses. They killed the 
little pigs that they could not feed, and occasionally bought 
buffalo meat from the hunters who came through from the 
west. They often longed for something green, for fruit or 
vegetables, and Henry’s stomach bothered him a little some- 
times — a trouble he had had since the Civil War — ^but they 
got along, and did not need to accept any charity that winter. 

One day they went to Cawker City to do some trading — an 
all-day trip, with Frank and Sam. At late noon, as she was 
making the modest purchases permitted by her butter and egg 
credits at Parker’s store, Rosie began to feel very hungry, and 
was nearly tempted to buy some cheese and crackers she 
saw on the counter. She always liked cheese so well. For some 
time she wrestled with herself, as she eyed the tempting deli- 
cacy 5 and was on the point of buying a nickel’s worth, when it 
occurred to her that a nickel would buy a spool of thread which 
she needed for patching. That settled the matter. She bought 
thread, and waited until she got home that evening for her 
dinner. 

Relief supplies were sent into the stricken country from the 
East, but the distribution was badly mismanaged. Some of the 
supplies were appropriated by those entrusted with their dis- 
tribution, and the rest handed out with little regard to need 
or merit. One of the preachers in an adjacent community 
built himself a fine stone house, the hotel keeper in a nearby 
town built a large stone hotel, one of the McConkey boys 
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bought a herd of cattle — soon after they returned from trips 
through the East to raise relief funds j and there were persist- 
ent reports that two preachers in neighboring communities 
were living surprisingly well, and that their children wore 
better clothes than they were accustomed to. The supplies 
were generally sent to preachers for distribution. Perhaps 
some of these suspicions were unjust. The settlers were poor, 
and some of them envious, and much given to gossip. 

Rosie’s shoes were badly worn, and she and Henry were 
finally tempted to drive up to Sid Chapin’s, where relief sup- 
plies were handled, to see if they could get a new pair. While 
they were searching through a pile of shoes lying on the dirt 
floor, a number of* people came in to get flour or beans or 
clothing, and Henry noted among them several who had 
never seen the grasshopper invasion at all, but had come weeks 
after the grasshoppers were gone. Quite disgusted, he whis- 
pered to Rosie; 

“Kind of a sponging business, for some of those fellows. 
Let’s go home.” 

Rosie hadn’t found anything to fit her anyhow, and she 
readily assented. She managed to get along with her old 
shoes for the rest of the winter. 

Probably Rosie did not sense the exact meaning of her 
words when she so often declared herself thankful because 
there were “many who were worse off.” Some indeed were 
worse off, in that they had not enough foodj and many suf- 
fered from the lack of variety in their diet. There were a few 
cases of scurvy in the neighborhood, and one of the Athey girls 
died as a result of eating hominy from which the lye had not 
been washed with care. Many of the settlers lacked decent 
clothes. George Graeber came to see Henry dressed in two 
pairs of overalls, one of which he wore with the seat in front, 



62 


SOD AND STUBBLE 


SO that the holes would not fall in the same place. Steve Linge 
wore trousers that his wife had made of grain sacks. Many a 
one wore clothes that had been patched with every imaginable 
kind and color of cloth, and shoes so badly worn that they 
had to be tied on with twine. A few children never knew the 
feel of shoes that winter, or underclothes, or coats or mittens. 
And, as usual under conditions of poverty, the livestock suf- 
fered worst of all. 

In December, a letter — ^written in German — came to Rosie 
from her father: 

“My dear children: 

“I should have answered your letter sooner, but Eugene 
and mother were busy just then, getting ready to go to Leav- 
enworth. Mother had got together about two hundred pounds 
of butter, and some eggs, and took them to Leavenworth, hop- 
ing to get the tax money with them. They got home yester- 
day, with some supplies for the winter: a coat for Eugene 
($5.od), a shawl for Minnie ($1.25), a shawl for me (75c.), 
some shoes for me ($2.00), a shawl for George (75c.), thirty- 
six yards of shirting ($4..oo), a box of soap — sixty pounds 
($3.00), coffee, tea and sugar ($5.00), eighteen yards of calico 
($1.50); and $25.00 she brought home in money. But that 
is not quite enough for the taxes, and I will have to add a 
little to it. Minnie wanted to work out for a while, to earn 
a shawl herself, but the pay is only $1.25 a week, and she has 
been working too hard. Eugene has bought mother an album 
for Christmas. We are well, and very happy, and thankful to 
God that we are so well cared for, when so many people are 
not. 

“In your letter, Rosie, you told us how hard it is to forget 
the little baby boy. Yes, my dear child, I know how it is, 
.but we must resign ourselves. What God does is well done, 
and we have the further consolation that we know certainly that 
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such a dear child is in Heaven. If you will read Samuel I, 
Chapter i, verse 8, you will find consolation. 

“Affectionately your father, 

“Christopher Haag” 

That night, Rosie read the verse from Samuel, and the rest 
of the chapter and bookj but when she laid the Bible aside, 
and looked across the room at the bed where she had so often 
put little Albert to sleep, she felt more utterly lonely than she 
had felt since the day he was buried. 



CHAPTER VIII 


The Great Menace Again 

F OLLOWING the combined disasters of grasshoppers and 
drouth came a hard winter, with snow in December, and 
a howling blizzard early in January, that drove the tempera- 
ture far below zero, and covered the grass with snow. The 
cattle could no longer graze, and Henry started feeding them 
his precious fodder, anxiously wondering, as he hauled it up 
to the stable each morning, whether the few shocks that he 
and Rosie had saved would last until the snow was gone. 

Fortunately spring broke early. The snow melted in the 
warm, sunny days of the latter part of February, and the 
hungry cattle and horses that had so long stood hunched up 
on the south side of the stable and straw stack could be let 
out to graze again on the buffalo grass. When the grass began 
to turn green in March, Rosie was able to make butter to sell, 
so that they could buy some sugar and real coffee, and material 
for baby clothes, for another baby was expected in June. 

One bright morning in April, as Henry was drilling wheat 
in the corn rows, he noticed an extraordinary number of tiny 
white insects in the soil. He picked up a handful of the dirt 
and studied it for a minute, then scooped up another and 
looked at it for a long time. Finally he took off his hat, filled 
it with dirt, and turning his horses out of the corn rows, started 
off toward the house, slapping the lines with wholly unwonted 
vigor. 

“What’s the matter, Henry?” asked Rosie from the door- 
way, as he drove into the yard. “Why are you coming home 
so early?” 

Without pausing to reply, Henry hurried up to the door 
with his hatful of dirt. 
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“Look there!” he exclaimed, holding the hat out toward 
her, and turning the dirt over with his fingers. “What’s that?” 

Rosie looked intently at the contents of the hat. “Grass- 
hoppers!” she cried, and picked up a handful of the dirt. 
There was no room for doubt. The insects had no wings yet, 
but their resemblance to the pests of the summer before was 
unmistakable. 

“The ground’s full of them — ^just like that,” said Henry. 
“George Graeber told me the other day that he had seen some 
in his potato patch. There are enough in that dirt there to eat 
a whole field of wheat.” 

“Are you going to stop drilling?” asked Rosie. 

“What’s the use? Those things will be big enough to begin 
eating just about the time the wheat is up. They won’t be able 
to fly yet, and they’ll just sit there and eat.” 

“Perhaps they will come out later. Last year they came in 
July — the twenty-fifth, you remember.” 

Henry stood for some time looking vacantly down into the 
hat. “Another year like last, and — !” He never finished the 
sentence, but stood looking around at the little log cabin and 
the meager farmstead, then slowly poured the dirt out of his 
hat, slapped the dust out over his knee, and turned again to his 
drill. Rosie followed him out. 

“Have you talked to any of the other neighbors, to see what 
they think?” she asked. 

“None but George.” 

“What did he say?” 

“He didn’t say much about them. He’s drilling some wheat 
himself, and so is Wilson and Steve. Chris said he was putting 
in ten acres. Most everybody seems to be going ahead.” 

“Well, why not finish what you’ve started, anyhow?” 

“There’s only a day’s work left. I guess I might as wellj” 
and Henry turned his horse toward the field. He was soon 
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at work again, plodding back and forth behind the drill, with 
his eyes on the ground, occasionally stooping to pick up a 
handful of the soil and examine it as he walked along. 

Fortunate it was that Henry finished his drilling that day, 
for early the next morning he was awakened by the sound of a 
steady drizzling rain. The wind had shifted to the northeast, 
and several days of cold rain and mist followed. 

Unable to work in the fields, Henry pottered around with 
chores, oiled the harness, tacked new soles on his shoes, shelled 
some of the corn he had bought, and sat by the little cook stove 
reading the Bottschaper. When the neighbors came for 
their mail they usually sat down by the fire long enough to 
dry their clothes and talk a while — mostly about the grass- 
hoppers, and the probable effect of the cold and rain on the 
young that had hatched out in the soil. 

After several days of cold, damp weather, the clouds parted, 
and the sun beamed again upon the muddy fields. Henry 
rolled up his overalls and walked barefoot out to the wheat 
field to see whether the little grasshoppers had survived. 

He dug up handfuls of mud here and there, and examined 
them carefully} then started for the house with a double hand- 
ful from the end of the row. When he reached the house he 
bolted in without even cleaning his muddy feet. 

“They’re dead, I believe!” he exclaimed, holding his batch 
of mud out for Rosie to examine. “Look here! Come to the 
light!” He stepped over into the sunlight at the door, with 
Rosie following. “See that one right there? Isn’t that dead? 
Pour a little water over it and see if it isn’t.” 

Rosie brought a dipperful of water, and poured out enough 
to wash the insect clean. There was no sign of life. 

“Let’s see if warming it will revive it,” she suggested. She 
put the mud in a pan and placed it in the oven a few minutes. 
When she took it out there was still no sign of life. 
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“They’re dead, I believe,” reiterated Henry, “and the 
wheat is sprouting. We may have some wheat yet, and maybe 
some corn. Maybe we won’t have to go back to Holton, or 
Iowa, or anywhere. That was surely a great rain!” And 
Henry started for the stable in high spirits. 

The whole world seemed to be in good spirits: the roosters 
that crowed from their stations on the straw pile, the hens that 
cackled their contented soliloquies as they scratched in the 
straw on the sunny side of the stable, the prairie chickens that 
drummed from across the prairie, and the meadow larks that 
sang everywhere. A few flies were out, buzzing cheerfully 
about in the warm sunshine. All nature seemed contented and 
friendly, as if anxious to make amends for the tragedies of the 
year that was past. 



CHAPTER IX 


The Prairie Smiles Once More 

Lengthening days of warmth and sunshine followed 
each other, and in a short time the brown and gray of 
winter gave way to the brilliant light-green of early spring, 
on the prairie and wheat fields, and along the roads. Tiny 
green leaves appeared on the hardy little cottonwoods that 
Henry and Rosie had planted the year before. This was a 
happy surprise. The trees had been stripped bare by the grass- 
hoppers, and it had seemed doubtful if they would recover and 
flourish again j but -the kindly spring sun and rain soon brought 
out crowns of shiny leaves that flashed green in the sun, and 
rustled in friendly companionship when the winds blew in 
from the south. 

Early in June, Mary Bartsch helped usher the baby into the 
world, a little girl this time. It was an awkward time to be in 
bed, and Rosie was soon at work again, hoeing in the garden. 
There was no one else to do it, and in the warm spring weather 
the call to gardening was irresistible. 

The days of summer came and went, with the sun and heat 
and rains, rains that came whenever the winds threatened the 
growing crops. The wheat crop that Rosie helped to harvest 
early in July was one to be talked of for years afterward — 
forty bushels per acre, altogether two hundred bushels from 
Henry’s five-acre field. Fifty bushels were enough for the 
year’s bread and for seed, so there were one hundred and fifty 
bushels which could be hauled to Russell and sold. 

The day after the harvesting was done, Henry and Rosie 
drove to Cawker City to celebrate the Fourth of July, taking 
their month-old baby for her first ride in the wagon. Every- 
body was there; and it seemed good to see the crowds of 
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happy people jostling each other on the noisy board sidewalks, 
talking and laughing, boasting about the climate, the size of 
the wheat crop and the prospects for corn, and having a good 
time generally. Some of the men were somewhat the happier 
for having refreshed themselves from the whisky jug in Park- 
er’s store, and there were even a few fights, but generally the 
crowd was orderly enough. Most of the women were red- 
faced and tired from carrying their babies up and down the 
short block of sidewalks, and trying to keep them quiet during 
the “speaking”, but they carried out their part in the celebra- 
tion heroically, and even cheerfully. After many weeks in the 
drab little dugouts and cabins they were glad to get out and 
see -the metropolis, as it throbbed with the life of the hopeful 
frontier. 

When the wheat had been cut, the hot winds blew across 
the stubble for several days, and the corn leaves began to curl. 
Then, one day, when Henry went out to cultivate, he saw grass- 
hoppers swarming over the corn — ^little grasshoppers, like 
those of the year before! There were not so many this time, 
yet enough to ruin the corn in a few days — the corn which had 
been so fine and green. In a fit of desperation, he pulled ofF 
his hat and started down the row, waving his hat about him 
and shouting, as if he might thus frighten away the devouring 
horde. Like a man bereft of reason, he circled about in the 
field, waving his hat and shouting his helpless imprecations, 
while his horses stood looking wonderingly at him 5 then, sud- 
denly sensing the futility of it all, he stopped, walked slowly 
back to his horses, turned them out of the row, and started to 
the house to tell Rosie about it. With her baby in her arms, 
Rosie went back to the field with him 3 and they deliberated a 
long while as to the best way to meet the impending disaster. 
They finally agreed that it would be best to wait a day or two, 
anyhow, before starting to cut the corn. 
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In the meantime, as the hot days followed each other, 
Rosie’s thoughts turned back to another tragedy of the sum- 
mer before, and she began to fret about the baby. She noted 
every symptom of illness with apprehension, worried when 
the baby seemed to be sleeping too long, even sometimes awak- 
ened her to make sure she was perfectly well. 

But fortune was kind, this time. Most of the grasshoppers 
soon disappeared as mysteriously as they had comej and the 
rain came to cool -the winds and save the corn. All that sum- 
mer, rain came when it was needed, and the corn grew tall and 
strong and green — a dark, rich green. Great ears grew and 
bulged out of their inadequate husks, and finally turned down 
with their growing weight, often two on a stalk. When the first 
frost came, early in October, the ears were made and matured, 
although they clung to mighty stalks which were still alive and 
green. 

This year Henry tried planting wheat in the fall. There 
was much discussion of winter wheat, many of his neighbors 
claiming better yields and better quality than from spring 
wheat j so he planted a few acres before he started to husk the 
corn. 

Henry and Rosie cut and shocked part of the corn, and 
husked the rest. Rosie helped, because she always wanted all 
farm work done promptly. She remembered years at her old 
home when her father had failed to get the corn out in time, 
and the snow and sleet had come and buried some of the ears 
until they molded. 

Husking corn was not an easy task, with a five-month-old 
baby to care forj but Rosie solved the problem by dressing 
the baby carefully in warm blankets, and placing her in the 
feed box on the rear of the wagon. Indeed, this was a most 
happy scheme, for the thump, thump of the big ears as they 
struck the bump board and rolled back into the wagon, pro- 
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vided excellent diversion for little Laura. When she tired of 
this, Rosie put ears of red and yellow corn in the box with her, 
and she played contentedly for hours at a time as they moved 
slowly back and forth across the field. When Laura got 
hungry, dinner was there too, and Rosie would sit down in the 
corn row and let her nurse. 

Working together in this way, Henry and Rosie had the 
corn out before Thanksgiving, and its wealth of red and yel- 
low and mottled ears piled high in the crib that Henry had 
built of poles and saplings. How rich and fine it looked, too — 
feed for the stock and chickens as well as for themselves j and 
some could be sold to buy shoes and stockings! A few weeks 
later, Henry hauled up from the river several loads of wood 
that he had cut — ^generous warmth in the little cabin for the rest 
of the winter, and fuel for cooking all of the next summer. How 
diflFerent the world seemed after only one short year 1 Even the 
hurt of little Albert’s death was slowly healing as time passed 
and as little Laura grew 'more and more into their hearts and 
lives. 

The mild sunny days of the prairie winter followed each 
other, until long past Christmas, even after New Year’s Dayj 
and in late February the flies were buzzing around in the sun on 
the south side of the cabin, confident that the winter was over. 
During these fair days Henry built a fence around a part of his 
pasture land, using smooth wire and cottonwood posts he had 
cut on the river. When the fence was finished, he hauled two 
loads of wheat to Russell, and bought a hand corn planter, a 
cultivator, a drill, a rake, and some sugar, soap, kerosene and 
Arbuckle’s cofFee. A little later he traded some potatoes for a 
clock. 

The mild days of winter were followed by milder days of 
spring. Early in April Henry and Rosie set out a quarter of a 
mile of hedge, and a large patch of wild plums, getting the 
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little plants up in the hills where the land had not yet been 
homesteaded. Rosie helped plant the corn that spring, using 
the new hand corn planter. It was a tiring j ob for her, one -that 
left her with aching shoulders for daysj but nothing seemed 
really hard when the future seemed so full of promise. 

Not all was to be happiness, for one day in May brother 
Chris came over to tell Rosie that he had traded his claim for a 
herd of cattle, and was going to move back to his old home in 
Eastern Kansas. It was sad news for Rosie, for it had always 
been a great comfort to have one of her own people near. 

A few weeks later several of the family came out in the 
wagon to help Chris move — mother, brother George, and sis- 
ter Jennie. His cupboard Chris gave to Rosie, and on June fifth 
he loaded the rest of the movable goods onto the two wagons 
and started on his two hundred-mile journey, mother driving 
one wagon, his wife Louisa the other, and George and Chris 
and Jennie driving the cattle. Rosie felt so lonely as she waved 
goodbye to them. Two weeks later she learned that in crossing 
a creek her mother had fallen from the seat, and the heavily 
loaded wagon had run over her, causing injuries from which 
she was destined to suffer for years, and never to recover en- 
tirely. 

Another summer of timely rains and good crops followed, 
and in the fall the crib was again piled high with its treasure of 
red and yellow corn. Rosie again helped with the husking, and 
luckily, as she said, was able to finish the job a week before her 
third child was born. 

The day after the last load of corn was hauled out of the 
field, Rosie was doing the washing, when she began to feel very 
unwell. After calling Henry in from the stable she lay down 
on the bed for a rest. 

“Pm afraid you will have to wring those clothes out, and 
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then go for Mary,” she said apologetically, as Henry entered 
the door. 

“Hadn’t I better get Mary first.?” asked Henry, glancing 
at the tub of clothes. 

“Oh, no. There’s no hurry, and the water will get cold. Just 
wring the clothes out and hang them on the line. I guess that 
last pile of overalls will have to wait until — ^until afterward. 
It’s too bad too. I had the water hot, such nice hot water,” said 
Rosie in a tone of dejection. Wasting firewood in heating the 
water over again was a sin that she usually avoided. 

Henry wrung the water out of the clothes, and went out to 
hang them up. Somewhat awkward at such work, he was gone 
some time 3 and when he came back into the house there was 
Rosie, pouring the hot water into the tub, with the evident in- 
tention of finishing the washing! 

“Better not do that, Rosie,” he urged. He reached out to 
take the kettle from her, but she waved him away. 

“I guess I’m all right. It must have been a false alarm. Any- 
how you can go to your work, and I’ll finish this washing.” 

Rosie finished the washing, and that afternoon she ironed. 
The next day she baked a great boiler-full of bread. When her 
time was come, and Mary Bartsch had to be called, everything 
was in order — ^wood was stacked behind the stove, the floor 
scrubbed clean, the clothes ironed and neatly piled away in 
place, and a little pile of baby clothes lay on the foot of the bed. 
Out by the well she had a barrel of well water “breaking” in 
wood ashes, so that there would be soft water for use until she 
could be about again. 

The baby was a big boy, and he grew healthy and fat and 
strong. A few weeks after he was born, Henry took more wheat 
to Russell, and got ninety-five cents a bushel — enough alto- 
gether to buy a mower, which he needed badly. 
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It seemed evident that the climate was changing, and that 
dry summers like that grasshopper year would not likely come 
again. The Solomon River and the creeks flowed deeper and 
more steadily than ever before, and fish were plentiful, even in 
the smaller creeks. 

The country was booming. Four hundred and fifty new set- 
tlers filed on the last -tillable lands in the county. A real estate 
office established in Osborne was soon doing a thriving business 
in sales, relinquishments, and doubtless in less ethical transac- 
tions. A few men went up to the' Black Hills, where a gold 
strike was reported, but those who stayed were buoyantly hope- 
ful about the country. Day after day a stream of covered wag- 
ons moved westward, into Rooks, Phillips, Graham and Norton 
counties. Almost every night movers built their campfires 
along -the road by the cottonwood grove, and came in to get 
milk or eggs or something from Rosie. A few of the neighbors 
built new houses or barns, and many of them began hopeful 
planting of shade and fruit trees, and eager testing of various 
new crops. Hopeful of a coming silk industry, a man at Os- 
borne put out two hundred mulberry trees — the silk worms 
were to come later. A company was promoted to make salt from 
the water of the Great Spirit Springs, beyond Cawker, and there 
were reports of coal discoveries in several places in the country. 
The probable extension of the railroad westward from Water- 
ville was a favorite theme for talk and for editorials in the Os- 
borne paper, and there were even rumors that this had been 
definitely decided uponj while the settlers up north in Smith 
County held meetings to discuss the question of voting bonds 
to help build the Rock Island westward. In the meantime, as 
a hint of the character of the politics at Topeka, the Santa Fe 
was giving the legislature a free trip to Colorado. 

The editor of the Osborne FarTner was impressed by the 
speed and stress of the life of the time: “We are living in a fast 
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age- We have fast women, fast men and fast farmers. . . . 
We have all the modern improvements it seems necessary to 
have to do fast work} but brains are needed to make farming a 
success in such an age as ours.” This, in eighteen seventy-seven! 



CHAPTER X 


The New House^ and a Trif Back Home 

When Henry had hauled another load of wheat and two 
loads of corn to Russell, he had a large wallet of greenbacks, 
which he hid in a cranny in the cabin wall until they should 
decide how to spend it — ^there was no bank near. 

There were many hours of planning for the use of this 
money, and many schemes were brought up as Rosie and Henry 
talked over the dinner dishes. Henry needed another team, 
to break more of his grass land. Frank and Sam were getting 
old, and now moved more slowly each year. Rosie approved 
the idea of another team, but she also saw that, with two babies 
growing into childhood — and perhaps others would follow — 
the little one-room cabin would soon be crowded. Indeed it 
was already crowded, a fearful congestion of boxes, firewood, 
dishes, tubs, pots, buckets, pans, kettles, garden and carpenter 
tools, flower plants, garden seeds, nails, patent rhedicines, sacks 
and cans of flour, corn meal and other foods, carefully treas- 
ured newspapers, calendars, pictures cut from advertisements, 
Sunday clothes and baby clothes. 

Rosie did her best. She kept everything as neat as anyone 
could, but there was no way of keeping all this stuff in a fifteen 
by eighteen room without crowding, and without some dis- 
order. The big bed occupied a fair share of the floor space, and 
the baby bed covered half as much more. Several sacks of flour 
took one corner, the wash pan, a bucket of water and a towel 
another, the stove a third, and the opening of the door spoiled 
the only remaining corner. There was left a space of perhaps 
eight by ten feet which had to serve for cooking, washing and 
ironing, dining, entertainment of visitors, and for the post- 
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office. In warm weather, she did much of her work out of doors. 
When the weather permitted, she washed out in the yard, on 
the shady side of the cabin, and the wash pan was moved out 
by the steps j but even so, there was surely need of more room, 
and Rosie ventured to hope that, after the necessary team of 
horses had been bought, there might be enough money left for 
an addition to the house, and a trip back to ’see her mother, who 
was still in bed from her injuries. 

After many days of planning, a happy solution of the prob- 
lem was worked out. Rosie would send part of the money to 
her father, and ask him to buy two young colts. These would 
be able to do farm work in two or three years, and, since they 
could be bought for much less than grown horses, there would 
be enough money left to build an addition to the house. The 
colts would have to be brought out from Holton, so a trip down 
there would be a necessity and not a luxury^ and a load of 
wheat or flour could be taken, saving a sixty-mile drive to Rus- 
sell. It seemed good to be able to plan so much, all in one year. 
They decided to wait until fall to take the trip home, but Rosie 
sent the mo;^^ for the colts immediately, and the house plans 
were soon made. 

The new addition was to be of stone. Cottonwood lumber 
would not do because it warped so badly. Pine boards would 
have to be hauled from Russell, and would be entirely too ex- 
pensive. Logs had become scarcer and more expensive, and 
logs harbored bedbugs. Rosie hated bedbugs. Stone seemed 
the best material, and, since Henry could help to quarry it, not 
too expensive. There were quarries of soft white limestone up 
in the hills, where it could be obtained with little trouble, and 
Henry was soon at work with drill, feather and wedge, crow- 
bar and stone axe. Every noon and every evening he came 
home with a load of stone, which he piled up around the cabin. 
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The new house was to be one room, built near enough to the 
old so the two could be joined by a hall, making a two-room 
house. 

Some supplies were hauled from Greenleaf, ninety miles 
east — the Central Branch Railroad had now been built that far 
west. Henry drove down and got a load of planks and shingles, 
windows and doors, hinges and nails, as the return load when 
he took some wheat to market. “Native lime” — a sticky mud 
of clay and sand — ^was to be used for mortar, except for point- 
ing, and for that, real lime was brought from Russell. 

There was to be no ceiling in the house, but for five cents a 
yard Henry bought a bolt of muslin to tack onto the rafters. 
In his generous enthusiasm he also bought Rosie some blue 
calico for a dress; but Rosie did not look well in blue, and when 
one of the Bartsch girls expressed a great admiration for the 
cloth, Rosie traded it to her for two weeks’ use of her sewing 
machine. 

The building of the new house meant two extra hands to be 
housed and boarded, one to do the stone work, and another to 
work in the field, for Henry had to work on the house. So it 
was a busy season for Rosie, with all the baking, cooking and 
washing, and the care of the babies that were growing daily 
more active and harder to look after. She even had to superin- 
tend the building of the house, when Henry was gone. The 
stone mason often found her watchful eyes upon him when he 
rested too long on the job. He was getting seventy-five cents a 
day, and Rosie thought he ought to work hard for such wages. 

Early in May the house was done. How fine it looked, with 
its smooth white walls, its white plaster pointing, yellow 
shingle roof, and two large windows — double windows, that 
could be opened at top or bottom! Two doors it had, one open- 
ing into the log cabin, the other facing the road; and the floor 
was of soft pine, grooved and tongued and fitted tight. Such a 
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floor would seem warm, after the rough, ill-fitting cottonwood 
floor of the old house. It was a luxurious home now, and with 
boundless happiness and enthusiasm Rosie and Henry moved 
part of their furniture, including the bed and chairs, into the 
new room. Little Laura sensed the importance of the event, 
and ran from one room to the other, carrying shoes or sticks of 
wood or whatever she could pick up, in a childlike desire to be 
helpful and join in the general commotion. Even Billy seemed 
to understand that it was a great day, and crowed with delight 
when he was laid on the bed in the new room. Soon after they 
moved in, Henry bought several yards of mosquito netting for 
the windows, but the wind soon whipped it to shreds, Rosie 
always kept one piece of it, though, to throw over the baby 
when he was asleep. 

A few weeks later another great wheat crop was harvested. 
Henry had two very painful felons on his hand and could not 
stack the wheat, and the hired hand botched the job so that the 
rain soaked into the stacks, spoiling some of the grain. Yet 
there was enough sound wheat to fill the bin that Henry built 
in a corner of the new house, after one load had been hauled 
to Russell. The price was nearly a dollar a bushel — ^it was the 
time of the Russian-Turkish War — and the one load of wheat 
brought enough money to buy several needed articles, includ- 
ing a new bed, to replace the cottonwood bed, a bed with 
springs. 

In September, after he had the wheat sown, Henry loaded 
his wagon with flour that he had ground at the mill, and he 
and Rosie started to Holton to get their colts, hoping to make 
something on the flour to pay part of the cost of their trip. Jake 
Hunker was to care for the stock while they were gone, and in 
return for this, Henry was to bring back a horse for him too. 

They were on the road only two or three days when they saw 
that the railroad was coming westward. Surveying parties were 
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at work, grading gangs busy, new boom towns were being laid 
out, where lots were advertised for sale — the railroad company 
got half the land in every town it went through. At Clyde they 
saw rails being laid, and a little farther on locomotives were 
puffing back and forth. The prospect of a railroad out home and 
of a town nearby was cheering, and, with the perfect fall wea- 
ther, made their trip a pleasant one. 

On their first drive along this road, four years before, they 
had camped by the road 5 but this time, with two little children 
— ^the youngest only ten months old — they usually slept in the 
houses of settlers, spreading a blanket or two on the floor, and 
covering themselves with another. Laura slept at their feet, 
Billy between them, and they managed to keep warm even on 
the chilliest nights. 

They spent nearly two weeks visiting with friends and rela- 
tives, so busy every day that the time slipped by before they 
realized it. Rosie’s family were getting along very well in- 
deed. They had completed payments on the home place, and 
had just bought another quarter section. They had a new barn 
and a cattle shed, several new farm implements standing in the 
yard, and more cattle than Rosie had ever seen on the place. 
Her brothers and sisters seemed much older, and wore better 
clothes than they had ever worn when she was at home. 

A pleasant two weeks it was, but the frosty days of October 
reminded them that the corn had yet to be husked, so they 
loaded the wagon with apples, got their colts and the horse for 
Jake Hunker, and started home, with gifts from the home folks 
— ^two pictures from Mother, and a glass water pitcher from 
Chris and Louisa. In the wagon they also put a bunch of little 
maple trees, wrapped carefully in-wet sacks. Henry and Rosie 
were always trying out new kinds of trees and plants at their 
new home. 

The trip home seemed long and tiresome. Neither of the 
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colts would lead behind the wagon, so either Henry or Rosie 
had to walk all the time and lead them, while the other drove 
the team. They were glad when they at last looked down upon 
the little cabin jErom the top of Bender’s Hill. 

When -they got home they stored the apples in the cellar — 
all that they did not give to the neighbors — and buried the 
roots of the little maples for the winter. Henry worked for a 
week repairing the braces and supports in the stable, and bank- 
ing it with fresh straw. It was a mild and pleasant winter. 
Christmas Day found him husking corn in his shirt sleeves, and 
by New Year’s Day the husking was done, without Rosie’s help. 

The next spring Henry proved up on his claim, and got his 
patent — ^with the signature of President Hayes on it. He might 
have done this two or three years earlier, but delayed as long 
as he could, because when he got his title he had to begin pay- 
ing taxes on his land. 

So many fine things could be had after two good years! 
Henry bought a new wooden harrow, to take the place of the 
brush harrow he had been using, and a wheat drill — ^broad- 
casting did not make an even stand. He bought a “cow’s worth” 
of apple trees, and set them out west of the house. They grew 
for a while, but before the end of the summer, all but one had 
died. He also set out some choke cherry trees, and more plum 
trees 5 and these thrived much better. Later he traded another 
cow — a breachy cow that he could not keep in the pasture — for 
a sewing machine for Rosie. Rosie had long wanted a sewing 
machine, for hand sewing was slow and tedious, and she had a 
great deal of sewing to do. She made all her own clothes, 
Henry’s overalls, shirts, jackets and mittens, and all the chil- 
dren’s clothing. Often she sat and stitched away far into the 
night to get her sewing done. 

It had been impossible to rent or borrow a sewing machine. 
The Bartsches had the only one in the neighborhood, and it 
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was about worn out. Once, when Rosie was making a dress with 
bias folds on the skirt, Henry suggested that she let him take 
the dress up to Mary Bartsch to have Mary sew the bias pieces 
on with her machine. Rosie readily assented, but the machine 
puckered the folds so badly that the dress was hardly fit to 
wear. She paid fifty cents for the work too — a cent a yard for 
the stitching. 

Rosie was delighted with her machine, and soon had neat 
little piles of clothing made for the children and Henry, and 
a new dress for herself j but she presently found that the ma- 
chine was a nuisance in one respect. It was the only good one in 
the neighborhood, and neighbors from every direction brought 
their sewing to her. Most of them did not know how to operate 
the machine, so she found it best to do the work herself. Some 
of them offered to wash dishes or do other work for her in re- 
turn, and of course some of them had done her many a kindly 
turn, but it was often inconvenient to drop her work and do 
someone else’s sewing. The sewing machine was in a real sense 
a community institution. 

Horse thieves were still active in the community. The Old- 
aae boys had moved out to Wyoming, but the Miller boys 
were suspected of several thefts, and a posse of men caught 
them and hung them to a tree, but let them down before they 
were dead, with a warning that they should leave the country. 
Instead of doing so, the victims sued the members of the posse 
for assault with intent to kill, and they were all convicted and 
fined heavily — ^realizing on the witness-stand, for the first time, 
that they had no proof that the Miller boys were really guilty. 
With his usual preference for orderly procedure, Henry had 
refused to go with them. 



CHAPTER XI 


Dangers of Pioneering 

Rosie always thought the children would be less trouble 
when they could walk and play by themselves 5 but when they 
began to run about in the yard she found a new reason for anx- 
iety. There were still a great many rattlesnakes about. She 
herself killed several in the yard and garden, and a few people 
in the neighborhood, mostly children, were bitten. One little 
girl was bitten while picking wild currants, and was later found 
down in the creek bed, bathing the wound in the mud. She had 
torn her clothes almost o£F in her agony, and died a few hours 
after she was found. One of the Graeber girls was bitten by a 
rattler when she went down into the cellar after potatoes; but 
her parents gave her whisky, then cut open the breast of a live 
chicken, and put that on the wound, and after days of sufFering, 
she recovered. 

Henry and Rosie were seldom -troubled with snakes in their 
own house, but they once had a rather embarrassing experience 
at one of the neighbors’. One Sunday they went up to the 
Rachowitzs for dinner. The Rachowitzs, who were from Bo- 
hemia, lived a couple of .miles up on Dry Creek, in a very prim- 
itive dugout — one with a sod roof, resting on straw, which was 
in turn supported by small willow switches laid across the 
beams. Just as they sat down to dinner, there was a rustling 
above in the straw, and a big bull snake plumped down onto the 
table. It had evidently been chasing a mouse, and had worked 
up too much momentum. 

Poor Minnie Rachowitz surely had a hard life. Her hus- 
band was not very well, and she had to do much of the farm 
work, as well as her own. When they needed a well, she did 
the digging, while her husband pulled the dirt up. When she 
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had butter and eggs to sell, she carried them to Cawker, twelve 
miles away, for her husband had no team to drive 5 and with 
all her other work, she kept her little dugout neat and clean — 
as neat and clean as any dugout could be kept. She lived brave- 
ly, and even preserved a rough sense of humor through all her 
hardships. Once her neighbor Higginbotham’s bull invaded 
her premises, and got her cow with calfj and Higginbotham 
tried to collect a service charge for it. 

“Why I pay that yet?” she demanded of Rosie one day when 
Rosie- was there visiting. “Why I pay that, when I no ask him 
over? It was anyway no work for Higginbotham.” 

Another dooryard pest proved almost worse than rattle- 
snakes. One day Rosie went down to the corn field to get roast- 
ing ears for supper, leaving Billy in Laura’s care. She had 
snapped half a dozen ears, and was looking about for more to 
fill her apron, when she heard the baby crying as if in great dis- 
tress. Her first impulse was to hurry back to the house, but on 
second thought she decided to finish her task first. The cries of 
the baby continued though, louder and more insistent and pit- 
eous. She finally snapped off a few more of the most accessible 
ears and started on a run to the house. 

As she emerged from the corn field and rounded the stable, 
she saw the horrible truth. The baby had crawled into an ant 
heap! There was a large red ant heap only a few feet from the 
door, which she had repeatedly dug up in an effort to drive the 
dangerous pests away 5 and there he was in the hole she had 
dug, covered with the poisonous insects — ^body and neck and 
arms and hands and feet and legs, and even his face, screaming 
and waving his hands helplessly in the air! 

Dropping her roasting ears, she seized him and ran into the 
house, tearing off his clothes as she went. Her first impulse 
was to pick the ants off with her fingers, but this was slowj and 
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often she succeeded only in pulling them in two, leaving the 
heads with the tenacious mandibles fastened in the child’s soft 
flesh. In a sudden inspiration she grabbed the butcher knife 
and began scraping them oflF with that, as fast as the baby’s 
incessant and spasmodic motions permitted. Even when she 
had them all off, many of the poisonous pincers still remained 
in the child’s flesh, and she tried to pick them out with a needle, 
but without much success. His screams changed to convulsive 
sobs as she worked, and his arms and legs and hands and neck 
swelled to grotesque proportions. 

Henry came in from the fields, and Rosie left the baby a 
moment to call him. From her voice he sensed the seriousness 
of the occasion, and ran to the house, leaving his team standing 
by the stable. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked, as he entered. 

“Ants! He crawled into the ant heap! He was covered when 
I got back! ” Rosie picked up the baby, and showed Henry his 
swollen arms and legs and body. 

“Mud! Put mud on him, mud and bluing!” Henry seized 
the water bucket and a bottle of bluing from the shelf and ran 
into the yard. In a moment he was back, with a mixture which 
he spread thick over the child’s body and arms and legs. 

But there was no relief for the tortured infant, who sobbed 
and cried in his misery. Supper time came, but no one thought 
of supper. Night came, and the lamp was lighted j but there 
was no cessation of the piteous crying. Henry went out to do 
the chores, and when he came back, he was greeted by the same 
plaintive cries, only weaker j and the baby no longer waved his 
arms about. Rosie was bending over him, dampening the mud 
with a wet rag. She turned when she heard Henry’s step at the 
door. 

“Henry, I’m afraid we better have the doctor. This isn’t 
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doing any good. Just look at those legs!” Rosie wiped the 
mud from one leg, to show how swollen it was. “He’s been 
crying since five o’clock.” 

Henry remembered a time when he had started for the doc- 
tor too late. Yet a ride to Cawker City would take much of the 
night, and perhaps the doctor would not come so far anyhow. 
It was not even certain that the doctor would know any more 
than any one else. He was turning all this over in his mind 
when he heard a step outside and a rap at the open door. 

“Hello, Henry! What’s the trouble? Baby not so well?” 
It was Higginbotham, the local jack-of-all-trades, who had 
come to get his mail. John Higginbotham lived a mile north. 
He was a doctor, dentist, preacher, druggist, tailor, lawyer, 
politician, and perhaps also something of a farmer, although 
most of his farming was done by his wife and children. He was 
handsome, and well-mannered in public, with a gift of speech 
which could hardly have been used to full advantage on the 
horses in the field; and his various talents often proved useful 
to Henry and Rosie, as to others in the vicinity. 

“Hello, John! Come in.” There was no mistaking the look 
of relief in Henry’s face at the sight of his neighbor, or the cor- 
diality of his greeting. “Come and see this baby. Crawled into 
an ant heap this afternoon, and they chewed him up like that. 
Do you think Doc. Johnson could help him? I was just going 
to get him.” 

Higginbotham stooped over the bed and examined the cry- 
ing child carefully. 

“What’s the mud for?” he asked. 

“To draw the poison out,” answered Henry. 

“All right. But haven’t you any good salve to put on now 
— Smith’s Arnica Salve, or something like that?” 

Henry stepped to the medicine shelf, and took out several 
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boxes of salve. John looked them over, and after smelling 
them carefully selected one. 

“There, that ought to do. No use going for a doctor. All 
he’d do would be to give you some salve and charge you fifty 
cents for it. Just wash that mud oflF and put this on. He’ll be 
all right in the morning.” 

Higginbotham started to go, but turned at the door. “Oh, I 
forgot my mail. Is there any here for me, or for Bartsch?” 

While Rosie washed the mud off, Henry sorted out the let- 
ters and gave them to his neighbor, who departed, happy with 
the prospect of news from back east. The salve was applied 
liberally and the baby put back on the bed. His cries changed 
to a plaintive moan, which gradually grew weaker, and, about 
ten o’clock, he went to sleep. Rosie watched him for a while, 
but when she saw that his breathing was regular, she finally 
got supper and then went to bed — ^to dream of ants crawling on 
her arms. 

One fall day, Rosie drove the wagon with the two young 
colts to Bartsch’s, two miles up the creek, to get a barrel of mo- 
lasses, taking the two children with her. On the way home she 
took a short cut across the prairie, which led her to a gate that 
she must open to get out to the main road. When she had driv- 
en the horses through, she hesitated a moment, trying to figure 
out how she could get the gate closed without leaving them. It 
occurred to her that she might turn the wagon around, and hold 
the reins while she closed the gate; but the horses were stand- 
ing quietly, and it hardly seemed necessary to go to so much 
trouble. So she pulled the lines tight, tied them to the front 
standard, and, with an anxious eye on the horses, ran back to 
the gate. She had scarcely reached it when they started off on 
a gallop. She ran after them, crying “Whoa” at the top of her 
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voice; but they sensed her fright and helplessness and tore 
down the road at top speed, the wagon rattling, the molasses 
barrel bouncing from side to side, and the children screaming 
in their fright. 

Henry and the hired hand had come in from the field, and 
were eating supper. Knowing she might get home late, Rosie 
had set a cold supper on the -table for them. 

“She’s certainly driving like a prairie fire,” said Henry, as 
he heard the wagon rattling in the distance. 

“Sounds like Johnny Overton — ^when he’s got something 
besides molasses on board,” said the other. 

As the horses approached, the screams of the children were 
audible above the rattle of the wagon. 

“A runaway!” cried Henry, dashing out of the door just in 
time to see the horses turning the corner into the lane. 

By a miracle the molasses barrel did not upset and crush the 
children sitting on the floor of the wagon. The horses ran to 
the stable and stopped. 

“Get the children!” Henry shouted, and started down the 
road after Rosie, uncertain what might have befallen her. He 
saw her a quarter of a mile away, running as fast as her long 
skirts would permit. When she came closer he shouted: ^‘All 
right! Children all right!” Hearing the good news, she 
stopped and panted until he reached her. 

The children were unharmed, although a bucket of molasses 
skimmings had upset in the wagon, smearing them from head 
to foot. Rosie did not so much mind washing them as she re- 
gretted the loss of the skimmings, which she had expected to 
use in making vinegar. 

Henry and Rosie were never bothered much by the Indians, 
although occasional stragglers came through the country, beg- 
ging or pilfering. Rosie was always afraid of them, especially 
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if they came when Henry was away from homej and the chil- 
dren were frightened out of their wits at sight of an Indian. 

One day when Henry and Rosie had gone to Cawker City, 
leaving Laura and Billy in charge of Frank Hagel, a big buck 
Indian came along begging for something to eat. Frank had a 
great deal of sympathy for the Indians, and invited the fellow 
in to have dinner, although the children were so frightened 
that they both crawled under the bed, and refused to come out 
until he was gone. So frightened were the children that they 
became sick, and vomited on the floor, much to Frank’s disgust. 
When Rosie got home she scolded him roundly for feeding her 
scanty supplies to an Indian, and for giving the children such a 
scare; but when another red man came not long afterward, 
Rosie treated him generously. 

One thing Henry never had to fear. He never had to be con- 
cerned about claim jumpers. After Jesse Bender chased poor 
old Vietz off his claim on the creek, there was no threat of law- 
lessness in the immediate neighborhood. 

Across the river there were several cases of claim jumping, 
and of violence. A poor widow who had filed on a claim on the 
river and was living with her daughter in a dugout there, was 
set upon one day and beaten severely by a ruffian who wanted 
her claim. She recognized him and had him arrested; but the 
fine imposed by the judge — ^five dollars and costs — ^hardly 
seemed calculated to discourage this form of banditry. 

One day the whole neighborhood was thrown into wild ex- 
citement by the news that a young German named Kutchell, 
living two miles down the river, had been found murdered 
near his dugout. Henry mounted Sam and rode down to the 
scene of the murder. There were dozens of people there, walk- 
ing back and forth from the dugout to the place where the body 
had been found, examining clues and footprints — and unwit- 
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tingly making other footprints to confuse the sherifF — ^standing 
about in groups, discussing the question of the probable per- 
petrator of the deed. One side of the dugout had been blown 
out, apparently by an explosion in the stove. A wagon thimble 
was found in the debris, and a bloody scythe blade a short dis- 
tance away. The body of the dead man had been found a hun- 
dred yards from the dugout, with gunshot wounds in the head 
and back, and the head beaten into the soft earth. 

Suspicion immediately pointed to a well-to-do neighbor 
named Knox, who had contested Kutchell’s claim. The Land 
Department had decided in favor of Kutchell, but Knox had 
still insisted that Kutchell was jumping his claim, and had 
made various threats against him. A few hours after the mur- 
der, the sheriflF found Knox’s hired man — Soules — ^with bloody 
clothes, a black eye, and one finger cut off. Soules explained 
that he had fallen and hurt his eye, and that he had got blood 
on his clothes in killing a lamb 5 but he was jailed for further 
questioning. The next day a neighbor, Tom Kenton, was ar- 
rested, charged with complicity in the crime j and he turned 
state’s evidence and told his story of the murder. 

When the evidence was all pieced together, it showed a most 
brutal murder of Kutchell by four men — ^Knox, his son Char- 
lie, the hired man Soules, and Kenton, who dropped a wagon 
.thimble filled with gunpowder down the chimney, while the 
other three waited in hiding with their guns. The explosion 
blew the door open, and Kutchell ran out, grabbing a scythe 
blade as he ran. Soules shot but missed. He seized Kutchell, 
but Kutchell, who was a powerful man, knocked him down with 
his fist. Fearing to shoot, lest they kill their accomplice in the 
dark, the other three men came to his rescue with fists and 
clubbed gunsj but for a while Kutchell wielded his scythe blade 
with such desperation as to hold them all off, cutting his own 
fingers to the bone while doing so. Seeing the hopelessness of 
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this contest, Kutchell dropped his scythe and ran, but had gone 
only a short distance when the Knoxes shot him in the back and 
head. He dropped, and overtaking him they battered his head 
into the ground with their gun-stocks. Then they went home 
and arranged a story to tell the public if suspicion should point 
their way, as they knew it probably would. 

At the trial, Knox, who was the superintendent of one of the 
Sunday schools, and an active church worker, called upon God 
to witness his innocence} but probably his half dozen lawyers 
were his main reliance. They got him off with a twenty-five 
year sentence, and seven years later Governor Martin — ^for 
reasons which will never be known — set him free. His son got 
fifteen years, and was also out in a few years, while the hired 
man served only two years. The trial was not over when the 
Secretary of the Interior handed down a decision reversing the 
local land office, and giving the claim back to Knox. The mur- 
der had been for nothing. 

With medical science still primitive, and most of the doctors 
poorly trained, certain diseases presented a serious danger. Not 
a few of the neighbors, down along the creek and river, were 
troubled with malaria during the early years, but this was not 
very serious} and Henry’s claim, without any stream or stag- 
nant water, seemed to be free from malaria. There were other 
diseases, however — especially diphtheria and typhoid fever — ■ 
that occasionally took a sad toll of life} and Henry and Rosie 
dreaded them. When Alpha Neville died of typhoid fever, her 
mother, who had seen her suffer so long, never entirely re- 
covered her mind. Rosie helped line the coffin. 



CHAPTER XII 


Henry Signs a Note 

One evening, as Henry was sitting on the step of the old log 
house, watching a rain cloud scatter in the west, a man rode 
into the yard on an underfed little roan pony, dismounted, tied 
his pony to the hitching post, and came up to the house. Henry 
recognized Jake Hardtarfer, one of the neighbors living across 
the river. He knew little about him, except that Jake seemed a 
very plausible and likable fellow. 

“How are you, Jake?” Henry greeted him cordially, as he 
greeted everyone. “Come in.” 

“No, thank you, Henry. No, thank you. Thank you very 
much. This is fine right here;” and he sat down on the other 
end of the step. His manner was friendly and ingratiating. 
“Well, how are all the folks, Henry?” 

“All well. And how’s your own?” Henry sat down again. 

“Oh, tol’able. Tol’able only, but I guess it’s no use complain- 
ing as long as we can worry along. The best we can do is the 
best we can do, as the saying is.” 

“Any of the folks sick?” 

“Oh, no, Henry, not sick, not at all. But it’s hard to do much 
farming out here in this country without a team.” 

“Pretty hard, I should say. I thought you were going to buy 
Willis Blair’s team. Graeber told me something like that.” 

Jake pulled a chunk of tobacco out of his hip pocket, and 
offered it to Henry, who refused with thanks. 

“Don’t chew, Henry? ” Jake took a generous bite, and rolled 
it appreciatively in his mouth. “It’s one thing to talk about buy- 
ing a team these days, and another to find the money. You 
know how that is, Henry. A bird in the hand is worth two in 
the bush, as the saying is.” 
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“Worth a dozen, generally.” 

“You’re just right, Henry. You know how tight everything 
is. Unless a man has the cash right in hand, nobody will look at 
him.” Jake squirted a stream of tobacco juice in the general di- 
rection of the stable, but it fell short a yard or two. Apparently 
relieved, he continued: 

“It’s hard, Henry, to get a start without a team, and it’s hard 
to get a team without a start. I tell you it’s a hard proposition.” 

“If I could just get a little backing for a while, it would all 
go along nicely,” Jake resumed; “But there’s the rub, Henry. 
There’s the whole dilEculty. If I could just get some good 
neighbor to stand behind me for a while, till I could get a start. 
I could make it fine, just fine.” 

At this Henry began to see a little more light, but he still did 
not quite grasp the purpose of Jake’s visit. His reply was a non- 
committal: “The start’s the thing, that’s true enough.” Then 
he added: “I remember how hard it was to raise the money for 
my team back in Iowa.” 

“Yes, Henry, you’ve been through it, and you know how 
hard it is; and, Henry, I wonder if you would mind signing my 
note, just for the money for a team. I can pay it off before long, 
and then I’ll have a team to work with, and I can get something 
done. And I would surely appreciate your help, if any man 
ever did.” 

The appeal to Henry’s own hard experience was shrewd, and 
it struck him where he carried no armor. An opportunity to do 
a generous and neighborly act was always hard for him to resist, 
and without any further inquiry, he replied: 

“Oh, I suppose I might do that much for a neighbor.” 

Jake produced a note for two hundred dollars, and Henry 
took it into the kitchen, signed it, and brought it back, without 
a trace of misgiving in his mind. 

“Thank you, Henry. That’s certainly a great accommoda- 
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tion,” said Jake. He took the note, folded it into his wallet, and 
started off to his horse. 

“Pm afraid, Henry, that our rain is blowing over,” he called 
out, as he mounted his pony. 

“Yes, it looks pretty thin there now,” replied Henry, and 
turned back into the house. 

A moment later, Rosie came hurrying in from the garden, 
carrying the hoe in one hand and the baby in the other. The 
baby had been playing at the end of the row while she worked. 
She leaned the hoe up against the door casing, set the baby on 
the bed, and turned to the stove. 

“I’m afraid supper will be late,” she exclaimed, as she 
reached into the wood box for cobs to start a fire with 3 “but I 
wanted to finish that row of tomatoes.” 

The cobs blazed up, and she threw several cow chips into the 
flames. 

“Who was that just rode away?” 

“Oh, that was Jake Hardtarfer.” 

“Hardtarfer? What was he looking for?” Rosie often 
showed an uncanny insight into the motives of people. “I sup- 
pose he wanted to borrow the team, or the wagon, or some- 
thing? ” 

Henry had enjoyed a warm glow of satisfaction in his act 
of neighborly kindness, but there was something in Rosie’s 
question, and in her manner, which sent a chill over him. He 
would have been glad to escape any further discussion of the 
matter 3 and his answer was somewhat equivocal: “Oh, no, he 
was just telling me some of his troubles.” 

“What troubles does he think he’s got?” Rosie was not to be 
diverted. 

“He hasn’t any horses yet, and I guess it’s pretty hard, farm- 
ing without a team.” 

“Oh, yes 3 but don’t you think you’ve got to help him. He 
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can get help from his own people, and his own neighbors. There 
are a lot of people over there that can loan him horses and stufiF 
easier than you can.” Rosie had had experience with Henry’s 
loans to the neighbors. 

“He didn’t want to borrow anything. He just wanted me to 
help him get a team — ^just wanted me to go on his note to buy 
a team from Willis Blair.” 

“Go on his note?” Rosie dropped the stove lid with a clat- 
ter. “You didn’t sign his note, did you?” 

“Oh, surely he’s good for two hundred dollars, as long as he 
has the horses.” Henry’s voice lacked every trace of enthusiasm. 
He had not the heart to answer her question directly. How 
different his neighborly kindness looked now! 

“He’s good for nothing, I’m afraid. Oh, dear me! You’re 
in for it now! I’ll bet you’ll have to stick for it. It’ll take every 
cent we can scrape up for the next two years to pay that. He 
won’t pay it. He’s no good, or he wouldn’t have to come all 
the way over here to get somebody to help him. And you’ll 
get no thanks for it. I’ll just bet. You’ll only get hard feelings 
for all your trouble and worry and expense. I just know how 
that will be, because it always turns out that way. When it’s all 
over, you’ve lost your money, and you’ll have to work your- 
self crooked making it back, and he won’t even speak to you. 
Likely as not, none of his people will either.” 

Whenever Rosie was particularly discouraged, she worked 
with a desperate, driving energy that made tasks melt before 
her j and as she talked, the pans and kettles and skillets clattered 
to their places, and supper was soon cooking on the stove. 

“Why didn’t he go to Graeber?” she asked suddenly, turn- 
ing from the stove for an instant. Before Henry could answer, 
she continued: “George knew him back in Pennsylvania, and his 
people too. Why didn’t he get George, or Mrs. Miller, or John 
Hege, or some of the Stegimans? They all knew him before he 
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came here. Oh, I’m afraid we’re stuck for it sure enough.” 
Tears came to Rosie’s eyes as she pictured the trouble ahead. 

Henry sat by the table in silent dejection as Rosie outlined 
the position in which his mistaken generosity had placed them. 
He had thought of himself as doing a neighborly act, but, 
now it seemed clear that he had only piled up a mountain of 
trouble for himself and for Rosie. It had happened thus so 
often. Henry could never say “no” to anyone, friend or stran- 
ger, worthy or unworthy; and it was something he was never 
to learn. His weakness in this respect was to bring troubles that 
would follow him to the very grave. 

When Rosie saw his utter dejection, her heart softened, and 
she tried hard to appear more cheerful. 

“Well, we’ll just have to make the best of it. Perhaps it 
won’t turn out so badly; but you keep your eyes open, and 
watch every chance to get it straightened out. You better see 
Willis Blair as soon as you can, and see if he won’t hold Jake for 
at least all he’s worth. It’ll be none too much at best.” 

Rosie was right. Proof of that was not long coming. The 
very next day Henry learned from George Graeber himself 
that Jake had tried to get him to sign the note, but George had 
refused; and he grinned and chuckled audibly when he learned 
that Henry had signed it. 

Most men will pay their debts if it does not require too much 
self-denial — ^if they can eat their customary good food, wear 
the kind of clothes they are used to, if they can have all the com- 
forts they are accustomed to, and still have enough to pay with. 
But few and far-between are the men who will cut their expen- 
ditures to the irreducible minimum, who will wear rags and eat 
bread and molasses, rather than fail in their obligations. 

Jake was certainly not that kind of a hero, and times were 
hard. The first summer was hot and dry, and his crops were 
poor, even a little poorer than the average in the neighborhood. 
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for he was not an industrious farmer. The next summer the 
note was due, but Willis Blair gave him another year’s time, 
to avoid making Henry assume payment. Willis was one of 
those really kind, helpful and generous neighbors so plentiful 
in stories, and so rare in actual life. He was even willing to run 
some risk himself, rather than subject Henry to such a loss. 

That fall one of the horses died. Then indeed did the mat- 
ter seem serious, for Jake had to use all he made that summer 
to buy another horse j and the note, overdue, stood at its orig- 
inal figure. But Willis Blair still refused to look to Henry 
for his money. He never once let Jake get the impression 
that he was looking to anyone but himself for payment, and 
gave him another year. When the next year brought another 
crop failure, he persuaded him to give Henry a mortgage on 
his team. This seemed reassuring, until the price of horses 
dropped so low that the team was no longer security for more 
than half the face of the note. % 

Thus years passed, and the note was still unpaid. It had 
brought so much trouble and anxiety that Henry sometimes 
wondered if he would not have been wiser to pay it in the 
first place and drop it from his mind. Such trouble so irked 
him that he would doubtless have done just that, but Rosie 
would hear of no such thing. It was not easy to make two hun- 
dred dollars. 

Finally, under steady pressure and even threats from Willis 
Blair, Jake managed to get together enough money to payj 
and he promised to meet Willis and Henry at the bank on a 
certain day to take up the note. The day was cold, bitterly 
cold, with a cutting wind blowing from the northwest, but 
Henry was at the bank at the time agreed upon — ^ten in the 
morning — happy in the hope that his troubles were about 
over. Willis came soon afterward, and they sat down by the 
big stove and chatted as they waited for Jake. But Jake did not 
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come, and finally Henry decided he would drive up and see 
what was the matter. 

It was a six-mile drive — more than an hour’s ride in the 
wagon — directly against the windj but Henry was resolved 
that he would get the matter settled if it took all day. He 
found Jake at home, cocked back in his chair behind the stove, 
smoking his pipe contentedly, as his wife cleared away the 
dinner dishes. 

‘‘Come in,” he called out at Henry’s knock, without rising. 
Henry opened the door and stepped in. 

“Come on in, Henry. Come right in and have a chair. Wife, 
hand us a chair, won’t you? Sit down, Henry, and warm your- 
self. It’s a mighty cold day, a mighty cold day, Henry. Have 
a chair.” 

“No, thanks, Jake. I tied my horses out in the cold, and I 
can’t leave them long.” Henry stepped up to the stove and 
held out his numbed fingers. 

“We’ve been waiting for you, Jake,” he added, with scarcely 
a trace of anger or impatience. 

“You don’t say, Henry. Now that’s too badj but it’s just 
too cold to drive so far today, really. Do you mean you’ve 
been to town and back here?” 

“Surely. I told you I’d be there at ten.” 

“Well, now, that’s too bad, to have you go to all that trou- 
ble, Henry. But it’s awfully cold, don’t you know, cold 
enough to freeze the sun dogs on the fence posts, as the saying 
is.” 

“It’s not so cold, when you once get out and get used to it. 
Come on, wrap up, and come with me 5 and we’ll go down and 
get this fixed up. We’ll take my team.” 

“Oh, it’s too cold, Henry, and my coat’s awful thin. It’s too 
cold. We’d freeze coming home.” 

“No, I’ve got two good blankets out there, and you can 
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wrap yourself up all you want to.” Henry would only too 
gladly have gone home to get dinner, for he was hungry and 
chilled through j but he was determined to get the note paid 
before Jake had a chance to spend the money for something 
else — ^he sometimes spent a great deal for whisky. 

Jake finally agreed, and the two climbed into the wagon 
and drove back to town, detouring a mile out of the way to 
pick up Willis Blair. It was late in the afternoon before the 
note was paid and the mortgage release forwarded to the coun- 
ty-seat. Henry was obliged to pay the costs incidental to the 
business, but he felt fortunate to get oflF with so small a loss, 
and he took Jake all the way home. It was almost dark when 
he got there. 

In the meantime, Rosie had troubles too. Henry was scarce- 
ly oflF to town before the cows began milling around, bawling 
for water, and horning each other into the fence. The well 
was near the house, and someone always had to turn the cattle 
out and herd them up to the trough to drink j but the water 
had frozen solid in the trough, and there was no use turning 
them out. Rosie never neglected anything about the place, but 
she expected Henry back at noonj so she stayed with her house 
work. After noon the cows broke out of the lot and came up 
into the yard, where they bawled and fought around the water 
trough until Rosie saw that she must attend to them. She put 
out the fire in the stove with a dipperful of water, propped the 
baby up in the bed with chairs and pillows, and with a severe 
warning to the older children to let matches alone, she sallied 
out to the well to draw water, barehanded, for Henry had 
taken the only pair of mittens. The water froze in the trough 
almost as fast as she could pour it in, and her fingers soon 
grew numb as she lifted the dripping buckets over the well 
curb. She stuck doggedly to her task, warming her hands oc- 
casionally by holding them under her armsj but she was crying 
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bitterly as she pulled at the squeaky well wheel, when she heard 
a voice behind her. 

‘‘Guten Tag, Rosie. Was fehlt?” 

Surprised and abashed, Rosie turned from her task, to see 
Steve Linge standing there. He was afoot, and had come so 
quietly that in her distress she had not heard him. 

*‘Was fehlt, Rosie? You got a cold job, nicht wahr? Wo 
ist der Henry?” Steve often mixed his German and English 
freely when he was speaking to friends who understood both 
languages. 

Rosie at first tried to hide her tears, and to dissemble her 
utter misery, but with no success. 

‘‘Oh, I don’t know where he is!” she cried. “He went to 
town this morning, with our only pair of mittens, to get that 
miserable note fixed up — ^that miserable note that has been 
nothing but trouble for five years. You told him he was stuck, 
and I told him, and everybody could see it but himself; and 
weVe had nothing but trouble since — ^nothing but trouble, and 
worry, and expense!” Rosie’s sense of wrong and injustice 
swelled as the words poured forth. “So busy helping out that 
worthless whelp all the time, that he has to leave the cattle to 
me, with the children and everything, take the only pair of 
mittens, and the good coat; and likely as not he won’t get home 
till dark.” 

The tears coursed down her reddened cheeks as the hot 
words flowed; but when she turned again to her task, Steve 
stepped up to the curb, and took the rope in his great mittened 
hand. 

“Geh ins Haus und mach dich warm, Rosie,” he said, in a 
voice so gentle it seemed to come strangely from his giant body. 
“I finish this job. Henry certainly got himself in ganz trouble, 
but if he gets out today he’s lucky enough yet. Henry never 
could say ‘no’ when he ought to.” 
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Rosie thanked him with a genuine gratitude she would 
never forget, not in half a century, and hurried into the house, 
where she found the baby crying lustily, while Laura tried 
in vain to pacify her by shaking a string of spools before her. 
Rosie wiped the tears from her eyes, made a fire in the stove 
again, and then, after quieting the baby, turned to her bread 
which she had set to rise on the back of the stove. In a mo- 
ment she had it in the oven, and a brisk fire burning. As the 
blood fiiowed again into her numbed hands and fingers, and 
the chill of her body yielded to the warmth of the stove, 
she lost much of her bitterness and self pity. 

When the bread was finally baking in the oven, its crusty 
fragrance filled the room and further augmented her good 
humor. She looked out through the window, to see how Steve 
was getting on with the cattle, but he had finished and gone. 
She had expected to invite him in, give him a piece of fresh 
bread and a cup of cofiFee, and have him dry out his mittens 
by the stove. She felt guilty to think that she had let him go 
without any further notice. 

As evening came on, and Henry did not return, all resent- 
ment melted into anxiety j and, when she finally heard the 
rattle of the wagon on the frozen road, she quickly threw more 
cobs into the stove, put on the cofFee pot, and set busily about 
preparing a warm supper. When Henry came in from the 
stable a half hour later, stiflF with cold and hungry to the 
point of weakness, there was only the kindest welcome for him, 
a wash pan full of warm water to wash his hands in, and a 
piping cup of coffee to drink while he warmed his' feet in the 
oven. And then they moved the table close to the stove, and 
ate their supper of duilipling soup and fresh bread. When it 
was over Rosie declared with feeling: “It surely seems good 
to have that note out of the way!” Henry said nothing, but 
it was clear that he fully agreed with her. 



* 

CHAPTER XIII 
The Coming of the Railroad 

W" ITH the coming of the railroad in eighteen seventy-nine, 
a new town, named Downsville — after one of the railroad 
officials, and later changed to Downs — ^was built only three 
miles away. Like everyone else along the line of the new 
road, Henry and Rosie had mildly hoped that their place 
might be made the site of the new town — they already had 
the post office — ^but the railroad company owned half of the 
land three miles east, and put the town there. It was fine any- 
how, to have a town and railroad so near, after years of driving 
sixty miles or more to Russell, Hastings or Waterville, with 
every load of wheat or corn or hogSj and on the day when the 
first train was to arrive, Henry and Rosie went to town. It 
was a noisy and expectant crowd that stood about the station 
awaiting the coming of the train j and when the great engine 
rounded the curve and whistled its way slowly into town, 
Rosie heard a woman behind her exclaim, “Mine eyes have seen 
the coming of the Lord!” Soon afterward Henry received or- 
ders to turn the mail over to the new postmaster at Downs. 
For a while he and Rosie felt rather lonely without their mail 
business j but with three little children to sare for — there was 
another baby now — they found quite enough to do. 

On the last day of May — a still, sultry afternoon — a dark 
blue bank of clouds loomed up in the west — the usual after- 
noon rain promise of the prairie country. Rosie was too busy 
with her ironing to pay much attention to it, until she heard 
the rumble of thunder and noticed that the room was turning 
darker — so dark that she could not see clearly. She opened 
the door for more light, and looking out, saw above the cotton- 
wood grove a mighty cloud drama that for a moment almost 
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made her heart stand still. The great black cloud masses in 
the background were moving forward heavily but rapidly, 
sending out intermittent flashes of lightning that made the 
background only darker. Fleecy clouds beneath raced along 
madly, dipping low and rising again, twisting and whirling 
and scurrying this way and that, as if in a veritable panic. As 
Rosie stood looking in awe at the vast commotion, she saw 
Henry hurrying in from the field. He pulled the harnesses 
oflF the horses at the stable door, turned them into the corral 
and started on a run to the house. 

“Better get to the cellar with the children!” he exclaimed, 
quite out of breath. “I’ll shut the windows. I’ll be down, if 
it comes too close.” 

While Rosie poured water on the fire in the stove, and took 
the children to the cellar, Henry closed the windows, then 
stood on the doorstep watching the coming storm with his arms 
folded — Henry so often stood that way, with his arms folded 
across his breast. The rain curtain beneath the scurrying clouds 
presently turned a luminous green, against which the trees 
and the stable stood out in spectral silhouette; a deathly quiet 
intervened, the leaves on the trees stirring tremulously, in 
weird contrast to the vast commotion overhead; then the clouds 
over to the northwest circled and rushed together, and a black 
funnel dropped toward the ground — ^the dreaded cyclone! 

A few great hailstones came hurtling down and bounced 
along the ground, vivid streaks of lightning flashed from the 
outlying clouds, while the great, black cloud stalactite moved 
relentlessly forward, writhing and bending sinuously, reach- 
ing down menacingly toward the ground, then rising again, as 
if loth to begin its work of desolation. 

Rosie was calling insistently from the cellar, and Henry 
closed the door and went down to join her. He gathered the 
family together on the lower steps of the outside cellar en- 
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trance, where a collapse of the cabin would be least likely to 
crush themj and there they sat waiting for the blow to strike, 
Rosie with the baby in her arms, Henry with his arms pro- 
tectively about Laura and Billy. A long wait, it seemed to 
those huddled together in the darkness. Then the wind sud- 
denly struck, the cellar door creaked, and the cabin shook above 
them. Henry hugged the children closer to him as he peered 
up at the cracks in the cellar door. For a few minutes the 
wind raged, and then slowly died down. Henry climbed up the 
steps, lifted the cellar door and looked out. The sun was shin- 
ing bright and serene! He threw the door wide open and 
stepped out. The stone house was still standing, and the 
stable, and the chicken house. The storm had missed them! 
He called Rosie and the children up and they stood about the 
doorstep watching the towering black mass of clouds, capped 
with billowy white, as it retreated slightly north of eastward 
with vivid flashes of lightning and steady, sullen rumble of 
thunder. 

Anxious about the fate of neighbors up north, Henry hitched 
the horses to the wagon and took Rosie and the children up 
to Bartsch’s. Half a mile on their way they found the ground 
white with hailstones, trees stripped of their leaves, and even of 
branches, wheat and corn pounded into the ground. Chris 
Bartsch’s promising wheat was completely ruined by the hail, 
dead chickens lay scattered about the yard, and the backs of 
some of his horses and cattle were covered with blood j but 
Chris’ smile was unchanged. He was thankful it was no 
worse. The next day came news that the cyclone had left a 
ghastly path of ruin eastward. Irving, a hundred miles away, 
had been torn to kindling. 

That spring Henry and Rosie bought the Frank Hagel 
quarter, adjoining them. The new railroad ran diagonally 
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through Frank’s claim j and when the appraisers allowed him 
only fifty dollars damages, Frank was so angry and discour- 
aged that he offered his place to Henry for seven hundred 
dollars. Henry was not enthusiastic about buying more land, 
but when he told Rosie of the offer, she urged him to take it. 

“Don’t let that get away,” she insisted. “Thtft land is good, 
and will always be good. And anyhow, I don’t want anybody 
living right across the corner there, under our very noses, with 
his turkeys feeding in our hog lot, and his chickens eating the 
new wheat, and his hogs out, and his children running back 
and forth. George Graeber’s turkeys and Athey’s children are 
all I can stand. Father will let us have seven hundred dollars, 
I am sure.” 

Father lent them the money, and they bought the place 
the very next week. It seemed fine to have so much good level 
land, although they were several years paying off the loan; 
and they often missed Frank Hagel after he had gone. 

Poor, lonely bachelor! He had no horses or oxen, no cows 
or chickens — nothing but his claim, with a little cabin on it. 
He was lonesome in his little shack, and sometimes actually 
hungry, so he often came over to visit, and was of course wel- 
come at the table. Rosie even did his washing, ironing and 
mending, but he paid her for it — ten dollars a year. 

When he was invited to eat with them, Rosie could some- 
times see a pathetic struggle in his mind, between his hunger 
and his honest desire not to impose upon his hosts. One 
morning he came over early to hear Henry’s Bible reading, as 
he often did, and afterward was invited to stay for breakfast. 

“Oh, no, I guess I better not. I’m not so very hungry this 
morning,” he replied, with some hesitation. 

“Well, better sit up anyhow, and have a biscuit and a cup 
of coffee,” Henry urged. 
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Protesting weakly, he sat down to the table — and ate nine 
biscuits, with butter and eggs and gravy, and drank three cups 
of coffee. The poor fellow was nearly starved. 

Perhaps because of his naeager living, his health was poor, 
and he took S. S. S, all the time. Some of his neighbors thought 
his professed ill health was only laziness, but Henry and 
Rosie knew how honest he was, and were always kind to him. 

Frank was an impractical fellow, utterly unfitted for the task 
of building a home under the hard conditions of the frontier. 
One winter he had conceived the idea that he would try to write 
a novel, a love story, and so make enough money to buy a team. 
His own shack was not really habitable in winter, and he had 
no lamp, so he asked Henry if he might work in his house. 
Henry consented, and for weeks Frank stayed there every 
night, writing by lamplight, in the same room where Henry 
and Rosie and the babies were sleeping. Of course, nothing 
came of his efforts. 

After he had sold his claim, Frank stayed a while, and took 
organ lessons of Anna Wetzel. Since he had no organ himself 
he had to do his practicing on Anna’s organ, but, being without 
any social graces, he soon found himself unwelcome. So he 
made a dummy keyboard and tried to practice at home on that, 
but with litde success. Old man Wetzel got the payment for 
a full term of lessons in advance by borrowing from him, but 
Frank found it wise to stop before he got all he had paid for. 
Soon afterward he went down to Brown County to live with 
his brother, where he died a few years later, of a paralysis 
which had been creeping up on him while he lived on his 
claim. 

The new farm meant added work for Rosie, cooking and 
washing, for now they had to keep a hired hand most of the 
time. After Henry got part of the land fenced, Rosie had to 
take the cattle to pasture every morning too, and then had to 
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go on down to the river, at the foot of the pasture, to clean out 
a place along the bank where they could drink. This meant a 
walk of more than two miles every morning. Laura, aged 
four, was left in charge of her smaller brother and the new 
baby Alice — a very good baby, little given to crying. 

The building of the railroad west across the Hagel farm 
meant still more work, for two foremen of the construction 
gang wanted to board with Henry and Rosie. Henry did not 
want Rosie to do so much extra work, but Rosie insisted on 
doing it. Every addition to the cash income would help them 
to pay their debt a little sooner. 

Hope and optimism were in the air, and the people began to 
indulge in occasional luxuries. That winter many of the neigh- 
bors gave parties, and Henry and Rosie gave an oyster supper, 
on the occasion of Henry’s birthday. Several of the neighbors 
bought sleighs. George Graeber flashed past Henry’s one day 
with a new set of sleigh bells, and the next spring he began 
work on a new. house. Within the next year or two. Downs 
made a brave start toward metropolitan size and dignity, with 
a dozen or more new business buildings — ^wooden boxes with 
the traditional wooden roofs sticking out in front, over plank 
sidewalks — ^with new houses going up all over town, and lot 
subdivisions running far out into the prairie dog towns. Mer- 
chants mostly rather new to the business sold general mer- 
chandise, hardware, meat, bakery goods, millinery and drugs — 
“pills, pukes and purgatives,” as advertised in the local paper. 
There was a hotel, too, and a monopoly lumber yard, a bar- 
ber shop, a dam and grist mill, two wagon makers, a plow 
maker, and a lawyer. Two new churches for the women, half 
a dozen lodges for the men, and a new school house, testified 
to the spiritual, social and intellectual ideals of the people j 
while the thriving business done at the drug store indicated 
that their interests were not entirely spiritual. Fred Wetzel 
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gave six hundred dollars to the Congregational Church — 
precious money he had taken out of the hides of his poor 
horses, and out of the lives of his girls. 

“Land lookers” came in on every train, seeking relinquish- 
ments or scattered, unoccupied land up in the hills j and a steady 
stream of movers jogged slowly along the road, on their way 
westward. Eastern money began to trickle in, now that the 
settlers had title to their land, and could mortgage it. Agents 
and peddlers came along every few days, with packs of clothes, 
trees, barbed wire or lightning rods. The lightning rod agents, 
hyenas in human clothing, operated in cahoots with some 
money lender or banker, who bought the farmers’ notes at 
twenty-five per cent discount, and, as innocent purchaser, could 
collect regardless of frauds in the transactions. Rosie warned 
Henry against these swindlers, and he never bought lightning 
rods, but he could not always resist the tree agents. There 
was much discussion of the new self-binders, and Henry bought 
one. It did not tie all of the bundles properly, and the wire 
used in tying was expensive, and a great nuisance in thresh- 
ing j but it saved a great deal of labor, and now with his own 
binder, Henry did not need to wait on any of the neighbors 
to cut his wheat. 

There was considerable political excitement in the late seven- 
ties. Temperance lecturers were scouring the country, exhort- 
ing frail men to sign the pledge and vote for prohibition. Some 
of the local bibbers who could “take it or leave it alone” usually 
decided to take it, every Saturday — ^all they could buy with 
their wives’ butter and egg money, perhaps going home late 
at night to beat their wives and children, and salving their 
consciences with the business-like slogan, “You can’t have a 
good town without booze.” Prohibition was debated at every 
country school house, and when debate failed to bring a satis- 
factory meeting of minds, the debaters occasionally proceeded 
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to fight it out with bare knuckles. Downs was splitting into 
two factions on the question, while Cawker — ^‘‘ancient cesspool 
of iniquity,” as one of the temperance lecturers called her — 
had two breweries, and drank their product without serious 
qualms. As the Osborne paper expressed it: “Reading makes a 
full man, but the Cawker boys rely mainly on ‘Old Crow’ and 
‘Brakeman’s Delight’.” Parker always had several jugs of 
whisky in his store too, for the refreshment of customers. 

With his general aversion for all sorts of unseemly disorder, 
Henry never took sides in the temperance squabble. He liked 
a glass of beer or wine, but seldom allowed himself an indul- 
gence which would have cost as much as the candy that he took 
home to the children. 

The recurrent proposal to move the county-seat came up 
again. The gossip was that the railroad official. Colonel Downs, 
owned half of the lots in Bloomington, and was trying to get 
the county-seat moved there; but after considerable acrimonious 
debate and discussion, the agitation died down. 

Misfortunes and tragedies there were in the vicinity. Henry 
and Rosie and the children suffered a siege of “pink eye,” 
which almost blinded them for several weeks. Little Billy’s 
eyes swelled completely shut, so that he could not see at all. 
Rosie used camphor as medicine, but the children seemed to 
prefer pink eye to Rosie’s remedy. 

While the Athey twins were still babies, all of the Athey 
children came down with scarlet fever, and Rosie had another 
job at nursing and carrying clothes and food back and forth. 
Luckily she did not get the fever, and the children all recov- 
ered. Not long afterward, Henry was called upon one day 
to help care for Gottlieb Schmidt, who was very sick in his 
cabin, a couple of miles up the creek. Henry had a quiet and 
kindly way with sick people, and knew something about medi- 
cine, so he was often called upon for such services. He found 
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the man suffering fearfully, in convulsions which pulled his 
head and heels back until they almost met, while his pretty 
little wife fluttered around him with a cup of medicine. 

“Poison!” Henry exclaimed, with a quick glance at the 
stricken man. “What’s he been eating?” 

The wife, dry-eyed, shot a frightened glance at him. 

^‘He has no poison] He’s been sick all week. I thought he 
was getting well — ^till today.” 

^Warm water and salt!” he ordered, scarcely hearing what 
she said. “Maybe we can make him vomit.” 

Without another word the woman hastened out to the wood 
pile to get wood and kindling and soon had a fire built, all the 
time eying Henry suspiciously j but before the water was warm, 
Gottlieb Schmidt, with his jaws locked, slowly relaxed, straight- 
ened out, and lay still. 

At home that evening Henry could eat no supper, and 
Rosie feared he was sick again. 

“No. I’m well enough,” he said finally, “but there’s some- 
thing wrong about that business up there. That man was 
poisoned.” 

“Oh, surely she wouldn’t do such a thing — such a nice lit- 
tle woman, and so neat and clean.” 

“I don’t know where he got it, but it looked like poison to 
me. I never saw a sick man suffer so.” 

Henry and Rosie finally decided that there was nothing 
they could do about it. Some of the neighbors began to whis- 
per their suspicions too, but the young widow had her husband 
embalmed, and took his body back to Iowa for burial. A few 
years later, the news came back that she had poisoned her second 
husband in lowaj and then Henry knew what was the matter 
with Gottlieb. 

In October, eighteen seventy-nine, Henry and Rosie drove 
over to Bull City — slater named Alton — ^to attend the funeral 
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of General Bull and two other men, who had been killed by 
Bull’s pet elk. The animal had been thought quite tame, but 
one day it charged Bull when he came into the pen, knocked 
him down, and gored him to death in a trice. Another man, 
Bricknell, armed with a club, tried to rescue Bull, but he was 
also riddled with holes by the sharp antlers. A third man, 
Nicholas, came to the rescue, but was caught on the brute’s 
antlers and thrown over the fence. A fourth man, Sherman, 
was similarly thrown over the fence — dead, with sixty-four 
wounds in his body. When the animal was finally shot. Bull 
was found to have forty-four wounds, some of them pene- 
trating the body. Only Nicholas escaped death, and he was 
horribly wounded. Bull was a famous character, and two thou- 
sand people attended the funeral. 

Henry’s neighbor. Griff Lytle, was almost killed by an out- 
law bull not long afterward, but two neighbors who happened 
to be making hay across the road finally rescued him. 



CHAPTER XIV 


A Prairie Fire 

The latter part o£ the summer of eighteen seventy-nine 
was very dry, and the corn had to be cut in August. The fields 
were too dry to plow, so Henry could put in no fall wheat. 
As the lumber wagons moved along the roads, they raised 
clouds of dust, which on still fall days hung in long streamers 
across the landscape, drifting slowly into shapelessness. At 
last came the rain, in middle October, too late to do any good 
except to bring water back to the wells and creeks, and clear 
the air. 

Nearly all the neighbors stayed, even those who had lost 
their faith in the future of the country. There was nothing 
else they could do. As George Graeber once expressed it: 
“When we have rain and crops, we don’t want to go, and 
when there ain’t no crops we’re too poor to go; so I reckon 
we’ll just stay here till we starve to death.” Henry had given 
up the belief that the breaking up of the sod, and the planting 
of trees and crops would change the climate; but he had so 
many hostages to fortune in the new country that he never 
dared to think of going. He was able to live anyhow, and even 
to help out a few of the neighbors. Toward spring Wilson 
Athey ran short of corn meal, which had been about the only 
food he had for his family — served alternately as corn mush 
and corn bread — ^and Henry lent him enough to last until 
spring. 

That spring Henry broke out five more acres down in the 
south field, and fenced in more of his pasture — the end of live 
stock picketing. He built a good fence, of barbed wire, although 
it was not yet determined whether horses would be safe with 
barbed wire fences. Henry was always indignant at the means 
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used by a couple of the neighbors to keep their cattle from 
breaking through makeshift fences. Bender cut two slits in the 
hides of some of his cattle, at the withers, and inserted the wire 
bail of a small tin bucket under the strip of hide, so the animals 
would not crawl under the fence. Tommy Meierhoffer tied 
tin buckets over the heads of several of his calves, so they would 
not seek weak places in the fence 5 and Fred Wetzel sometimes 
used his shot gun, loaded with fine shot, on cows that were 
guilty of trespass. Almost everyone, including Henry himself, 
regularly used pokes on the most aggressive fence jumpers. 
The prairie dogs had been taking more and more of Henry’s 
pasture, so he borrowed a tank wagon and tried to drown them 
out, but with little success. 

Two luxuries that Henry bought for Rosie one day were 
destined never to be forgotten — a can of lye, and a mop. The 
lye saved her a great deal of time in “breaking” the hard well 
water j and the mop — ^well, the mop was the end of one epoch, 
and the beginning of another. Later Rosie often declared that 
she would insist on having a mop earlier if she were living her 
life over again. 

Another baby boy joined the family in March — ^Danny, they 
called him — and this made some additional work, and even 
a little expense, for Rosie came down with a high fever after- 
ward, and had to hire Annie Bartsch to do her work. Henry 
had to go to Osborne on jury duty, to be gone more than a 
weekj and while , he was gone Rosie was often worried and 
frightened at the behavior of the hired hand. McAllister was a 
floater, a stranger in the community, a big, lazy yokel, e-w- 
dently a man of little intelligence or character, sneaking and 
furtive, and always very greedy at the table. Several times 
Rosie caught him stealing cookies and sugar from the cupboard. 
He always put two or three teaspoonfuls of sugar in his coffee, 
although when he had first come to ask for a job, he had 
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refused sugar altogether — ^like most of the neighbors, Rosie 
seldom used sugar because it was so expensive. She could not 
dismiss him though, for spring work was pressing, and hands 
were scarce. She was greatly relieved when Henry got back 
from Osborne, and they could dispense with the man’s ser- 
vices. 

It was a dry spring, and night after night the skies were 
lighted up with prairie fires, in one direction or another. Al- 
though he had fire breaks plowed and burned around his home 
and his haystack, Henry always studied the sky apprehensively 
at night before he went to bed; and he kept the water barrel 
full. Steve Linge and several other neighbors were burned out, 
lost all their cows, pigs, chickens, hay and corn, and even the 
clothing and beds and provisions that were in their homes. 
Henry had been one of the privates in the fight against several 
such fires, and had seen the black desolation that followed 
them. 

The morning of April first was clear and balmy and serene, 
with the meadow larks singing down in the pasture, and the 
killdeers answering from the field where Henry was plowing. 
Scarcely a breath of wind stirred, although little eddies of dust, 
like miniature cyclones, whirled up, here and there, and -zig- 
zagged across the quiet fields. The hens cackled contentedly 
as they scratched about in the mellow earth, seeking some 
venturesome and indiscreet bug or worm for dinner, and the 
cocks crowed cheerily, occasionally scratching up an insect and 
calling the hens to come and share it, or even — ^what rogues 
these cocks will be — calling them sometimes on the false pre- 
tense of having found something. The hogs grunted lazily as 
they rubbed against the sides of the troughs, or wandered 
about, rooting up corn cobs or greening sprigs of grass or 
weeds; the cattle grazed on the new wheat, one of them now 
and then lowing to her calf shut away in the weaning pen. 
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Across the quiet fields came the imperious “Caw! Caw! ” of the 
crows perched challengingly in the trees down on the creek 
and river, while along the road by the schoolhouse, a lumber 
wagon rattled complacently on toward town. The earth seemed 
contented and half asleep in the warm sunshine. 

About ten o’clock, as Rosie stepped out to the well for a 
bucket of water, she saw a brownish, copper-colored cloud 
rolling in from the hills to the southwest, boiling up for an in- 
stant at one point and then at another, rolling like a mighty 
wave over the quiet landscape. For an instant she stood awe- 
struck by the spectacle, but she recovered her thoughts and 
started on a run to call Henry. He had seen the cloud too, 
however, and soon appeared around the stable with his team 
on a trot, hanging to one handle of the plough, to keep the 
nose out of the ground. 

“To the cellar! Get the children to the cellar!” he shouted. 
He rammed the plow into the ground, and started the team 
in a circle around the stable. A few furrows of fresh earth 
might mean a great deal in a prairie fire. 

Rosie turned and ran to the house. She soon had the chil- 
dren in the cellar, where she put Laura in charge, and darted 
out to the well for a few buckets of water. The smell of burn- 
ing grass was strong in the air, and the storm struck as she 
set the last bucket on the floor, and started for the stable. 

“Turn the hogs out!” shouted Henry, as he made the last 
turn around the stable, and headed his team toward the house. 
With the wind whipping her skirts about her, Rosie opened the 
gate and chased the hogs out into the open lot, where there was 
not enough grass to carry fire. This done, she ran to the house, 
where Henry was following out his V-shaped fire guard, urg- 
ing his horses on with shouts and cracking of the lines. 

“The cows! Shall I turn the cows out?” called out Rosie, 
against the rising storm. 
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“No, the lot’s the best place! To the house!” and Henry 
plied his lines with growing vigor. His team, trembling with 
fright at the smell of fire and smoke and the roar of the rising 
wind, strained at their harnesses, the cows bellowed, and the 
other horses snorted and ran nervously about in the pasture. 

The sun grew dim in the flying dust and smoke. A sudden 
gust took Henry’s hat off, and an instant later he saw the roof 
of the chicken house torn from its supports, to crash to the 
ground fifty feet away. He turned to see if the fire was ap- 
proaching, but the dust and sand blinded his eyes. When he 
could open them again, he saw the house still standing. A 
guarded look into the wind proved that the fire was not yet 
upon him, so he plowed on, back and forth, until he was sure 
that no fire could cross. The straw stable would not be a safe 
place in a prairie fire, so he unhitched the horses and led them 
behind the stone house, where he stood holding them, waiting 
for a lull in the wind. 

Rosie sat on a bench in the cellar beneath the log house, 
with the baby in her arms and the other children clinging to 
her, listening to the din and clamor of the wind, and the creak- 
ing of the joists in the cabin above her. She wondered whether 
the fire had reached the stable, or perhaps even the house j 
and at the thought of being caught there, with a burning 
house above her and her children, she handed the baby to 
Laura and stepped to the door, just as the roof of the chicken 
house crashed to the ground outside. She yanked the latch 
loose. In an instant the wind drove the door wide open, push- 
ing her back as if she had been a child. She tried to close it, 
but her utmost strength was unavailing. Leaning against the 
wind, she ran out of the door and up the earthen steps. 

“Henry ! Henry ! ” 

“All right” came from around the corner of the house, 
and Henry stepped into view. “Run back to the cellar!” 
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“The fire! Where’s the fire?” 

“Not here yet and the rest of his reply was lost in 

the roar of the wind. 

Rosie stumbled back into the cellar, and after much tugging 
and pushing got the door shut. She took the baby again in her 
arms, and reassured the other children, who were crying with 
fright and consternation. 

For an hour the wind blew with little abatement. Occa- 
sional lulls were followed by renewed blasts that made the 
house quake and tremble 5 but then it gradually subsided into 
fitful gusts, as if in sullen resentment at the resistance the 
sturdy little cabin had offered. By two o’clock it was quiet 
enough for Rosie and the children to venture out of the cellar. 

It was a weird world they came into as they emerged. The 
sun shone with a sickly light through the dust and smoke that 
lingered in the air. Smoke there was certainly, and an unmis- 
takable smell of burning grass, yet there were no signs of fire 
near. Later in the day, as the air cleared, the hills to the 
south appeared black. The fire had stopped at the river. 

It was far past dinner time, and the children were raven- 
ous, but the problem of getting dinner was no easy one. Dust 
was everywhere. Every dish in the cupboard was full of it, 
and had to be washed before it could be used. The table and 
chairs and beds were covered, and, through the cracks around the 
door, piles of dust had drifted like so much snow. In the cel- 
lar the crocks of milk were powdered so thickly that they had to 
be skimmed before the milk could be used. Nevertheless, Rosie 
soon had bread and butter and milk on a clean table j and as 
she dipped her crusts into the milk she spoke with feeling: 

“Oh, how many poor people there are up in those hills who 
haven’t anything like this to eat!” 



CHAPTER XV 


The Road Fight 

With drouth, and hot winds and crop failure, there was 
enough to worry about 5 but, added to all this, a neighborhood 
quarrel split the community into two hostile camps, and brought 
Henry and Rosie endless grief. 

Some of the settlers wanted a new road opened northward 
from the west line of Henry’s farm. The old road, half a mile 
east, crossed the creek a half-dozen times in a mile, and of 
course the culverts were poor and often out of order. A new 
road would enable some of the people up north to avoid the 
creek in flood times. On the other hand, those who lived on the 
old road wanted to have it improved, rather than have a new 
road opened. Henry was not deeply interested either way, but 
he could see how much some of the people needed the new 
road, so he was disposed to help them get it. 

He soon found himself with strange comrades in this fight. 
There was George Graeber, who, although pretending neigh- 
borly friendship, had often tried in sneaking ways to injure 
him. It was George who had stolen Henry’s weigh bill at 
Beloit once, when they hauled wheat to the elevator there — 
at any rate Henry was always certain that it was George. 
George had slept with him under the wagon that night, and 
months later, after George had come for his mail one day, the 
bill reappeared in one of the mail boxes in Henry’s cabin, too 
late to be of any value, as the elevator had failed. Although 
it had profited the rascal none, for he was afraid to try to cash 
the bill, it was a heavy loss to Henry. 

George and his wife Lizzie were perfectly matched j in- 
deed it would have been difficult to tell which was the meaner 
of the two. Henry told Rosie of the time when Lizzie Graeber 
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had bargained to buy some goods and make him two shirts, 
if he would give her his wagon cover, and had skimped the 
sleeves so that he could scarcely bend his arms. He also told 
Rosie of the time he took Lizzie to Cawker City with her eggs. 
Lizzie was sitting on the seat beside him, with a bucket of 
eggs on her lap, when the horses happened to shy suddenly, 
throwing her in a somersault backward over the seat. Although 
she was riding with him by his courtesy, she made him go 
back home and hunt around in his own chicken coop and 
stable until he found enough eggs to make good what had been 
broken. 

It was George and his wife who, whenever they went to 
Cawker City — ^before the new town. Downs, was established — 
would angle a half mile out of their way to avoid going past 
Henry’s house, lest they be asked to bring something home for 
him, although they often asked him to bring coflFee or sugar 
or flour or tobacco for them when he went to town. Henry al- 
ways noticed too, that they never bought any stamps of him, 
but got all their stamps at Cawker City. Henry got a percentage 
on the stamps he sold, and in the meanness of his small soul, 
George begrudged his neighbor every penny of this. 

In the road fight, nevertheless, George Graeber was one of 
Henry’s new associates, along with other neighbors of more 
genuine character. On the other side were ranged some of his 
best friends} but it was no new circumstance to find Wilson 
Athey against him. 

Both sides hired the best lawyers they could get, and for 
months the case dragged through the courts. There were hear- 
ings, demurrers, continuances and citations, repeated trips to 
Osborne — ^those trips always took the whole day, for it was 
twelve miles to Osborne — ^until Henry was sick of the whole 
business. While the case was dragging through the courts, 
Wilson Athey planted a row of hedge trees along the edge 
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of his field, right where the road would have to be located. 
George Graeber pulled them up, and this precipitated another 
lawsuit, for Wilson was never slow to “take the law to” of- 
fending neighbors. This lawsuit cost George fifty dollars 
and court expenses. 

As the road fight grew more bitter, it threatened to break 
up the church. Some of the participants ceased going alto- 
gether, while others went, but refused to have anything to do 
with the members of the opposing faction. The communion 
service had to be abandoned for a while, because neither fac- 
tion would take communion with the other. Thus the church 
became a rather peculiar institution for the worship of the God 
of love, and even failed to some extent in its function as a social 
center. Henry and Rosie managed to preserve the amenities 
with most of the church members. 

The quarrel got into the school, and this fell hard upon 
Laura and Billy, about the only children in their school be- 
longing to the new road faction. It was Billy’s first year at 
school, and he and Laura were most awkward and helpless in 
the face of the older Athey children, especially since the teach- 
er was allied with the Atheys. The teacher was wont to take 
the smallest Athey girl upon her lap and shower her with 
flattering attentions and “dears” and “honeys”, while she re- 
ferred to Laura as the “dirty little Dutchie.” And when 
Laura came home crying about this, and because the other 
children would not play with her, Rosie began to wonder if 
the road fight was not quite too expensive an affair. She re- 
sented particularly the insinuation that her child was “dirty”, 
for Rosie was always most scrupulous in the matter of the 
Saturday night bath for every member of the family. 
She could only reassure Laura, ask her not to mind but be a 
good girl, and tell her she would get a cookie when she came 
home. 
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But worse trouble came, and Billy was the victim. There 
was only one privy at school, for the use of thirty pupils, boys 
and girls j and frequently at recess the big boys would sally 
out and take possession, so that the girls and smaller boys 
could not get in. Once there, they would hold possession with 
a tenacity worthy of a nobler cause, perhaps the whole of the 
recess, although there was nothing in the condition of the 
place to explain their fondness for it as a rendezvous. 

One day at recess Billy ran out to the privy, only to find it 
already held by the big boys, with the door barred tight. He 
waited a few minutes, then banged at the door with his little 
fists, but to no avail. Then, with a fine resourcefulness, he 
proceeded to utilize a crack in the door. 

Of course, one of the Athey boys told the teacher, who 
promptly promised that Billy should have a whipping pro- 
portioned in severity to the enormity of his offense. That 
evening he was kept after school, and all of the other chil- 
dren, including Laura, were ordered from the room, while 
the teacher took out her hedge switch and gave him a severe 
whipping. For some time Laura, listening at the door, had to 
hear not only the strokes of the whip, and the cries of her lit- 
tle brother — ^he was only five — but the laughter and jibes of the 
Atheys, who were standing around the steps enjoying the 
occasion hugely. When the teacher was through, and Billy 
came sobbing from the room, Laura got his cap and they started 
home across the pasture, speeded by the jibes of one of the 
Athey children ‘‘Goodbye, little dirty Dutchies.” 

The Atheys received a further accretion to their dignity 
and importance when the road fight was finally decided in 
favor of the old road crowd. It cost the new road faction a 
year’s savings to pay lawyers’ fees and all the incidental ex- 
penses of the trial} and twenty years later the bitterness stirred 
up by the quarrel was still remembered. 
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There was much petty rivalry among some of the neighbors 
anyhow, rivalry as to who should have the first house, or the 
best house, or cart, or buggy, or driving horse, or the first 
organ. Perhaps this rivalry was worst among some of the 
young girls, to whom dresses, hats, music lessons and “fellers” 
meant so much. If God is very sensitive as to the inner thoughts 
of His children, when He saw some of the girls appraising 
each other’s hats and dresses at church, He must have been none 
too comfortable. This was at its worst some years later. Even 
at this time, there was some rivalry among the men in the 
church as to who should start the hymns. Chris Bartsch, the 
best of the men singers, usually led the singing, often starting 
the hymns too high, but others tried it sometimes. Henry 
ventured to start a hymn once in a while, but Rosie often 
laughed about the way some of the others would steal the lead 
from him before he got well started, Henry usually started 
the hymns too low. This was all good-natured rivalry; but 
later when a faction grew up in the church that wanted an 
organ to use in the services, there was considerable acrimony 
in the discussion that ensued. Some of the conservatives be- 
lieved it more fitting to sing to the Lord without an organ, 
and they stood their ground stubbornly. 

The road fight was not the only reason for the hostility, 
which amounted almost to a feud, between the Ises and the 
Atheys. This had its origin before Rosie came out. When 
Henry was “baching” on his claim, it was his habit to bake 
enough biscuits in the morning to serve for dinner and supper, 
and when Frances Athey came over to hoe in the garden he had 
allotted her at the end of his field, she often took some of his 
biscuits. When he came in late for dinner or supper, and 
found his biscuits gone, it was inconvenient to have to make a 
fire and bake again. He had never complained about it, for 
Henry was far from harboring ungenerous thoughts, but he 
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remembered this as a rather small trick. And, for ten years 
afterward, Wilson Athey was a perennial nuisance, with his 
borrowing of almost everything Henry and Rosie had. He 
borrowed nails and stamps, and he borrowed the hammer, and 
the axe, and the saw, and the awl, and the flatirons, and the 
pitchfork, and the hoe, and the wagon, and the hayrack, and the 
plow, and the rake, and the doubletrees, and the fanning mill. 
He borrowed corn, and corn meal, and bran, and flour, some- 
times not even asking for what he wanted, but taking it as of 
right if he could find it, and not infrequently failing to return 
it. More than once, when Rosie wanted the axe to cut a 
little wood for the stove, she had to go over to Atheys to get 
it. In Wilson’s manner was ill-concealed contempt for the 
‘‘Dutch,” whose modest accumulations he envied, but whose in- 
dustry he had no desire to emulate. 

He disliked Rosie, because she was not so easily imposed 
upon as Henry was. Even before Rosie came, Wilson had 
been in the habit of borrowing stamps and nails and various 
things from Henry, and frequently he neglected to return 
them. When Rosie came, she put this business on a stricter 
basis. Whenever Wilson borrowed stamps, she set down the 
amount in a little book, and insisted on settlement of the whole 
account occasionally. Of course, he disliked this very much, 
and always tried to see Henry when he wanted anything. 

Wilson’s horses, cows, pigs and calves, of the poorest grade 
and frequently half-starved, usually roamed at large, because 
he could not aflPord fences j and much of the time they hung 
around Henry’s premises, eating hay and fodder, drinking 
the water Rosie had drawn, upsetting the swill buckets and 
milk cans, tearing down the clothes line, and making nuisances 
of themselves generally. One hard winter, Henry had two 
of -these horses and several hogs around most of the timej and 
of course he got nothing for it all. 



124 


SOD AND STUBBLE 


The hogs, nosing around the kitchen door, upsetting buckets 
and cans, and rooting up the grass in the yard, caused Rosie 
endless trouble and annoyance j and one day, in a fit of exasper- 
ation, she threw a bucket of hot water out of the door, scald- 
ing one of them severely. Of course this precipitated a row 
with Wilson, but the hogs were kept at home for a while. 

While the road fight was still raging, another quarrel de- 
veloped with the Atheys. Wilson’s calves got out and tram- 
pled Henry’s wheat field and garden, and Henry’s calves 
broke out one day, and roamed over the Athey premises for 
some time. Thus far there was a measure of equality and re- 
ciprocity in the matter, and Henry made no complaint 5 but 
when Wilson’s hogs got out and rooted up half of his promising 
wheat field, Henry demanded a settlement. Wilson acceded 
to this, and paid Henry a small sum of money, asking for a 
receipt “in full”, which Henry innocently gave him. 

“Now I have a receipt in full for the damage my live 
stock has done,” he said, leering out of his little blue eyes. 
“Now I want you to pay me for the damage your calves 
have done.” 

“But your calves did as much damage as mine did,” replied 
Henry. “At least as much.” 

“But I have a receipt in full for the damage my livestock 
did, and I want a fair settlement for the damage your live 
stock did. You see, I have a legal receipt in full” Wilson em- 
phasized the words in full. 

Henry was puzzled. “You paid me for the damage your 
hogs did, as you know, and on the calves we are about even. 
If anybody owes anything on the calves, you owe me. Your 
calves did fixlly as much damage as mine, or more. You know 
that as well as I do.” Henry was beginning to get angry, and 
Wilson hesitated a moment before pressing his demand fur- 
ther, as he had seen Henry angry once, and he did not care 
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to be on the other side of an argument when that temper was 
thoroughly aroused. He knew that Henry always tried to 
avoid legal difficulties, however, and in an instant his assur- 
ance returned. 

“No, as a matter of law, I have paid you for all the damage 
my live stock did. I have the receipt -right here, with your sig- 
nature — ^good before the law.” 

“That’s for the damage your hogs did, and nothing else.” 

“It says live stock.” 

Henry really was afraid of the law, as most men are who 
have been burned a time or two, and he hated trouble. He 
hesitated a moment or two, and then handed back the money 
that Wilson had paid him. 

“Now, give me a receipt.” 

Wilson fumbled in his pockets for a piece of paper, but 
found none. 

“Well, give me back that one,” demanded Henry, and 
Wilson handed back the receipt, with a smile of triumph on 
his face. 

“And now,” continued Henry as he tore the receipt to bits, 
“this will be the end of our dealings. As you live there” — 
looking over at the dugout on the hill — “we will have to be 
neighbors, but I don’t want your horses or cattle or hogs or 
anything else on my place, and I don’t want you over here bor- 
rowing anything again. You stay on your place, and I’ll stay 
on my place, and we won’t have any further trouble.” 

His smile of triumph fading, Wilson turned and started 
home. Ten years later, when one of the Athey girls was sick, 
Laura bought three bananas, and took two of them over to her 
— ^the first friendly gesture since Henry’s trouble about the 
calves and hogs. The other banana Laura divided among the 
children and Henry and Rosie, so that each might have a 
taste. 
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The Retreat of the Defeated Legion 

The wheat was poor in eighteen-eighty, and the corn burned 
to short fodder in the hot winds of late July. After the corn 
was ruined, good rains came, which brought out grass for fall 
pasture, and put the ground in shape for wheat sowing. Farther 
west the drouth was even worse. There had been no rain out 
there since the preceding summer, and the hard-pressed settlers 
of the western counties sent out appeals for aid. Many of them 
filed application at Washington for leave of absence from their 
claims, sold their starving cattle for whatever they could get, 
packed their meager household possessions into wagons and 
started back to their old homes in the East. In late May, after 
one of the few rains of that arid summer, a settler living down 
on the Solomon saw a wagon and a dead horse floating along 
on the swollen waters of the river j and the next day a man 
was found a few miles up-stream, the only survivor of the trag- 
edy in which his wife and four children had drowned. He 
was on his way east from Rooks County, and had under-esti- 
mated the depth of the river at the ford. 

All that fall, the discouraged settlers trekked out of the 
drouth-stricken country. Day after day they passed by, grizzled, 
dejected and surly men 5 sick, tired and hopeless women, 
often with children who were cheerfully unconscious of the 
tragedy of moving, or even happy in the novelty of their ad- 
venture. 

Many of them stopped, for water or hay or corn meal or 
flour, or perhaps to stay all night j and at first they were always 
hospitably entertained. Henry never had the heart to turn 
people away at night, although the entertainment of these 
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movers cost Rosie a great deal of extra work, cooking and 
moving beds and furniture, and perhaps a big job of cleaning 
afterward. Sometimes the movers wanted only the use of the 
stove to cook their supper on, but when the cold weather set 
in they often needed a warm place to sleep. Then beds had to 
be made on the floor, and sheets hung up to provide a measure 
of privacy. In the morning the beds had to be torn up again, 
breakfast for two families had to be cooked on the little 
stove, and the visitors’ dishes washed and dried. And, worst 
of all, not infrequently an aftermath of such visits was a long 
job scrubbing up pools of tobacco spit, or a siege of bedbugs 
that kept Rosie busy until the next invasion. 

One slovenly wayfarer who stopped with them wanted 
supper, and then asked to be allowed to sleep in the stable or 
straw stack, but Henry would not permit this. He was afraid 
the man might start a fire, or perhaps steal something and dis- 
appear before morning, so he and Rosie fixed up a bed on the 
floor and allowed him to sleep there. Long before morning 
they regretted their hospitality, for the poor fellow, apparently 
afflicted with the itch or with vermin, scratched and thrashed 
about so violently that he kept them awake most of the night. 

Some of the movers who stopped had no other idea than 
to sponge their way. A big fat fellow came along one day, 
rattling his money in his pocket as he asked for dinner, to show 
that he intended to pay. Rosie got dinner for him, making 
a special effort to get him a good meal, since he was to pay for 
it. She even gave him a big piece of custard pie, and he ate 
appreciatively, to put it mildly. When he was nearly through, 
she stepped into the other room a minute to attend the baby. 
Hearing a great commotion in the kitchen she came back, to 
see the rascal running out across the yard at full speed. Sev- 
eral times, men offered to pay with a ten dollar bill, which of 
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course Henry could not change. One such cheat thus got not 
only free supper, lodging, and breakfast for himself, but feed 
for a dozen horses. 

Occasionally movers would steal corn, hay, chickens, or 
anything that they could pick up. One fellow who had been al- 
lowed to sleep on the floor borrowed Rosie’s skillet to fry his 
meat in the next morning, and, while Rosie was out milking, he 
packed the skillet in the box with his own things. She did not 
notice it until he was gone. 

Almost as much of a nuisance as thieves were the sponges 
from various towns up and down the road, who made it a 
friendly habit to stop over night and for a meal or twq every 
time they came past. It was hard to resist their overtures. 

One crisp evening in October, a little after sunset, a mover 
wagon rolled into the yard, and the man in the front seat 
called out to Henry, who was just emerging from the stable: 

‘‘Hello there, neighbor! What’s the chance of getting a bit 
of supper and a place to sleep tonight?” 

Henry had lost a horse blanket to movers only a few nights 
before, and several bushels of corn — ^the precious grain that 
he was fortunate enough to have saved from the previous 
year — and he and Rosie had just about decided that they would 
have nothing further to do with movers. Noting that he hesi- 
tated, the man developed his appeal a little further: 

“It’s this way, neighbor. We’ve got a papoose along here 
that ain’t doin’ so well, and it would be a great accommodation 
if we could have a place to sleep.” 

“Well, I guess we can fix up something for you,” said Hen- 
ry, immediately softened by the man’s reference to his sick 
child. “I’ll go and see what the wife says.” He started to 
the house, while the man stood by his horses, with his hand 
expectantly on the tug. 

In a few minutes Henry came back with word that they 
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might Stay 5 but when the wagon began disgorging its cargo 
of humanity, he rued his complaisance. Two other grown 
men got out first — trough, ill-favored men — then two slat- 
ternly women, and two small children, one of whom had to 
be awakened and began to cry lustily. Henry’s chores were 
done, and he told the women to go to the house, while he got 
some hay and grain for the horses. As he looked at the poor 
brutes, and noted the pitiful corrugation of their ribs, their 
heads hanging dejectedly down over the neck yoke, thin and 
tired and dispirited, he wished that he might turn the creatures 
loose in the crib 5 and, but for their sakes, he would have 
wished again that he had not agreed to take these people in. 
It was a maxim of Henry’s that one could always tell a man’s 
character by the condition of his horses j and on that theory 
there was surely little that could be said for his guests. Two 
half-starved dogs, and a couple of guns hanging on the side 
of the wagon, served as corroborative evidence of the character 
of the men. 

They had their own food, except milk and eggs, which 
Rosie gave them. One of the women cooked supper and they 
all ate greedily. Even the sick child ate so ravenously that 
Henry and Rosie more than suspected that the illness was the 
result of hunger. When they had eaten and the women had 
washed the dishes, Rosie cleared the kitchen floor and made two 
beds for the women and children — ^the men agreed to sleep 
out in the wagon. 

Before lying down to sleep that night, Henry and Rosie 
held a whispAed conference regarding their guests. Rosie’s 
almost unerring intuition told her that these men were thieves, 
or worse, and she suggested that she and Henry take turns 
watching through the night. Henry finally dissuaded her from 
this, but agreed to keep the axe at the head of his bed, and to 
sleep as lightly as he could. Rosie knew how easily he was 



130 


SOD AND STUBBLE 


awakened by unusual noises, and finally agreed j but she slept 
only fitfully that night, and, after some hours of alternate wake- 
fulness and frightening dreams, suddenly found herself sit- 
ting bolt upright, listening and peering into the dark. 

^‘What’s that.?” she whispered, seizing Henry’s arm, 

Henry awoke with a start. “What?” 

“Listen!” 

Henry sat up in his bed and listened. Presently they heard 
a chicken squawk. 

“They’re after the chickens!” Rosie whispered. 

Henry slipped out of his bed, and, grabbing the axe, started 
for the chicken coop, -in his bare feet and undershirt. As he 
rounded the corner of the coop, he almost ran bodily into a 
man and woman, each carrying an armful of chickens. Embar- 
rassed to meet a woman in his state of undress, his first im- 
pulse was to retreat, but the pair saved him the necessity by 
dropping their chickens and disappearing around the other 
end of the coop. For a moment Henry stood dumbfounded, 
then started back to the house to dress for further investiga- 
tion. As he neared the house, a man and woman and the two 
children came running from the kitchen door, with arms full 
of bed clothes. They were upon him before they saw him, 
and shied around to the wagon at top speed. 

When Henry got to the house, Rosie refused to let him 
go out again. 

“Suppose they do steal a few chickens,” she argued j “I 
guess we can get some more. They have guns, and you are only 
one, and you have nothing but that axe. Don’t you go!” 

Not long afterward, and still long before daylight, they 
heard the wagon rattle out of the yard and down the road, and 
the next morning found several chickens’ heads in the yard. 
How much else had been stolen they could only guess. 



THE RAILROAD COMES TO DOWNS 
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“Well, I think we’ve learned our lesson,” said Rosie, at the 
breakfast table. “We’ll just let some of the neighbors keep the 
next gang of chicken thieves. I’m getting tired of it.” 

One evening, not long afterward, just as Henry was washing 
for supper, a team of small, fagged horses turned into the 
yard, dragging a covered wagon that seemed far too heavy for 
them. Henry stepped out into the yard, but as he walked 
over to the wagon, he was still resolved to take in no more 
movers. 

The driver of the wagon looked hesitatingly at a few big 
flakes of snow, as they circled in the air and fell gently to' the 
ground. “Good evening, my friend,” he said at length, in a 
voice so full of discouragement that all Henry’s firm resolves 
faded in a moment. “I suppose you have enough to do, with 
your own folks, but I wonder if there’s a chance to get a place 
for a woman to stay who isn’t feeling right well. We can sleep 
in the wagon — ^my wife and I and the children — ^but the woman 
with us isn’t so well.” 

“Oh, I guess so,” said Henry, immediately touched. “I’ll 
go and see the wife about it,” and Henry went back to the 
house, where Rosie had been watching the negotiations through 
the window. In a short time he returned with permission to 
camp, and to come to the house for supper. The man remon- 
strated a little at the latter, as involving too much trouble, but 
finally consented to come in, on condition that he be allowed 
to bring some of his own supplies along as a contribution to the 
meal. Two women and two small children appeared from the 
depths of the covered wagon, wrapped in ragged coats and 
shawls, and were assisted to the ground. Henry directed them 
to the house while he and his guest unhitched the horses. 

“It’s too cold for horses to stand out. I’ll make room in the 
stable for them,” Henry insisted} and the man acceded without 
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remonstrance. When his horses were fed and bedded, he re- 
turned to the wagon, pulled out a long box, and, hoisting it 
upon his shoulder, followed Henry to the house. 

As Henry entered the house, and saw his guests in the lamp- 
light, he was glad he had not turned them back on the road 
so late in the evening. One of the women, apparently the 
man’s wife, was helping Rosie prepare supper j and a friendly 
patter of conversation was passing between them, while the 
other, a thin, gray-haired woman with an air of resigned sad- 
ness, sat aside by the wood box, with her arm around one of 
the children and the other child in her lap. Ever so faint 
a smile came to her face, and threw wrinkles around her great 
blue eyes, as Henry entered j but immediately her face re- 
sumed its settled melancholy. Henry and Rosie presently 
learned that she had lost her husband in the massacre at Sappa 
Creek, in Decatur County, and had suffered almost worse 
than death herself at the hands of the Indians. 

When the grub box had been set on the floor, the busy 
woman opened it and took out a can of cookies and one of 
sugar, a glass pitcher of clear white syrup, a glass of jelly, a 
sack of prunes, and lastly a sack of candy, and placed them all 
upon the table. Such a wonderful display of goodies and 
sweets made little Laura and Billy open their eyes wide with 
wonder and hopeful anticipation. 

The Hutsons — that was the name they gave — ^were people of 
more than ordinary means, or had been such at one timej and 
before supper was over it was evident that they were people of 
character and refinement quite unusual in the new country. 
The children were quiet and well behaved, and spoke scarcely 
a word during the entire mealj but when supper was over, 
they soon struck up a friendly game of hide and seek with 
Laura and Billy. 

Supper over, Rosie and the two women set to work to clear 
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Up and wash the dishes, while Henry brought in an armful 
of wood. They had a good visit with their guests that evening, 
and listened with interest to Hutson’s story of the Sappa Creek 
massacre. The man had not only lost his brother in the mas- 
sacre — the husband of the woman who seemed so sad — ^but 
had lost all his money also in two years in Decatur County, 
and was going back to Iowa to start anew. Henry and Rosie 
were glad they had taken him in for the night. 

In spite of drouth and destitution, the people who remained 
in Henry’s neighborhood carried on, much as usual. Downs 
acquired a bank, a creamery, an ‘hce cream saloon,” a school 
house, a race track, and voted bonds for a bridge across the 
Solomon. Some of the town’s aristocrats were much interested 
in fine horses and horse-racing. There were a few men in 
town who sufFered little from the general depression. The 
lumberman always made money, some of the railroad men 
managed to live well — on much more than their salaries j and 
with the coming of prohibition the druggist became a citizen 
of much importance. At first the probate judge in Osborne 
got a fee for filing medical applications for liquor, and was 
reported to be making three hundred dollars a month in this 
business; but the druggist presently learned to change the fig- 
ures in the applications, saving most of this profit for himself, 
and could afford one of the fastest horses in town. The sea- 
soned nobility of Cawker City had not only race horses but a 
new pigeon shooting club to help pass the time. A singing 
school was organized at the Rose Valley school house, up on 
Dry Creek, and Henry and Rosie went a few times; but 
Rosie never got the hang of the Do, Re, Mi. She and Henry 
gave a party one night, and broke into the society column of 
the Downs Times by serving ice cream. Not to be outdone, 
Fred Wetzel gave a party too, and was rewarded by a full 
account of it in the paper, with the complimentary statement 
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that Wetzel had “three pretty daughters and a hundred and 
fifty dollars worth of lightning rods on his house.” 

The perennial search for minerals went on, with coal dis- 
coveries reported at several points in the county, and a gold 
craze at Bloomington, where a bit of the yellow metal was 
found at the bottom of a well. A proposal to build a woolen 
mill at Osborne was discussed hopefully, while a college was 
built at Harlan — Gould College, a United Brethren institution. 



CHAPTER XVII 


Unkind Seasons 

W INTER set in early, the winter of eighteen eighty, with a 
blizzard a week before Christmas that drove the temperature to 
twenty-two degrees below zero. Such a winter was to be en- 
dured and not enjoyed, a time when the family hugged the lit- 
tle stove and longed for genial spring. The children had shoes 
and flannel underwear, and Rosie made them each a pair of mit- 
tens j but they were never so warmly clad that they could enj oy 
playing long out of doors. Sometimes they went out to play, 
but always came back in a little while to warm themselves by the 
fire. Even in the house, the floors were so cold that unless they 
were running about they had to sit by the stove and toast their 
feet much of the time. Pla3dng in the house, they mussed up 
things terribly in the crowded little rooms, and added heavily 
to the work of housekeeping j but Rosie had a generous under- 
standing of child nature, and allowed them to romp about with 
reasonable freedom. 

It was too cold to cut wood, and the wood that Henry had 
stacked up in the yard was used sparingly, with cow chips gath- 
ered in the pasture. Thin, hungry cattle, with snow melting on 
their backs, stood hunched up on the south side of the stables 
and straw stacks, in dumb and stolid misery, which for many of 
them ended in the snow drifts that the next blizzard piled up 
around them. Henry’s cattle lived, but they grew thin on poor 
fodder and straw. He butchered his little pigs because he had 
nothing to feed them. They were so thin that, as Rosie said, 
‘‘You could almost hang them on the clothes line.” 

The snow and cold drove the wolves to depredations on the 
poultry and livestock, and many of the neighbors lost chickens 
and calves. Cattle and horse thieves were busy too, although 
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Henry lost only one cow — to a local cattle buyer, he always be- 
lieved. Early in February the last sticks of wood were gone and 
Henry went out to chop more. He had been at work only a 
short time when, by some mischance, his foot slipped, wrenching 
his back so severely that he had to crawl back to the house, and 
get Rosie to lift him into bed. 

Help was needed. Luckily Annie Bartch was there that day, 
and she rode Sam home to get her brother Ford. Unmittened 
and poorly clothed against the biting wind, she froze her fingers 
and toes before she was halfway home, and had to stop at one 
of the neighbors to thaw them out 5 but she finally reached 
home, and sent Ford down to help with the chores. It was two 
weeks before Henry was able to do his work again. 

In April Rosie went back to Holton to a family reunion — 
her first ride on the new railroad — taking all of the children 
with her. There were four of them now, none old enough to 
have to pay railroad fare. Before she left she had a neighbor 
girl come for a few days, to help with the work, so she could 
make some clothes for the children. This later brought her 
some embarrassment, for the girl had lice in her hair j and Rosie 
had scarcely reached her old home when she noticed that the 
children had lice, and nits too. She saturated their heads with 
coal oil and combed their hair carefully into a newspaper, but it 
took several days to get entirely rid of the vermin. The ride 
back home a week later seemed long and tedious, with four tired 
children on her hands, but the conductor was very kind to her — 
something she appreciated deeply. Rosie had never read about 
Malthus, but she was always a bit ashamed of the fact that she 
had so many little children. 

Even in the hardest times, the festive days must be remem- 
bered. May the nineteenth was the eighth anniversary of 
Rosie’s wedding^ and Henry bought her a half-dozen glass 
goblets — about the first glassware she had ever owned — and 
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her mother sent her a glass of tomatoes. It seemed a fine op- 
portunity to entertain, so Rosie invited the Higginbothams 
down to help eat the tomatoes. 

She felt under special obligation to the Higginbothams. Not 
long before, when she and Henry were there late one Sunday 
afternoon, the Higginbothams had insisted that they have sup- 
per before they go, and had served cake at supper — 3 . cake that 
Annie Higginbotham had baked. They had scarcely finished 
supper when Annie came home with her beau, and she was ob- 
viously disappointed when she found that there was no cake left 
for the young man. Rosie was much embarrassed to think that 
she had eaten cake intended for someone else 5 and as soon as 
she got home that evening she opened a can of peaches — the 
only can of fruit that she had in the cellar — and gave Laura part 
of it to take up to Higginbotham’s as a contribution to supper 
for Annie and her beau. Laura got there too late for their sup- 
per, and Rosie decided that she would do something for the 
Higginbothams just as soon as an opportunity came. 

Another dry, scorching summer followed. Henry and Rosie 
hoed the corn with particular care, but it burned and shrivelled 
to fodder in the steady hot winds of July and August. The grist 
mills along the Solomon that stopped grinding in March be- 
cause high water washed out the dams, closed down in August 
because of low water. Some of the settlers now argued that Os- 
borne County was not a farming country, and should be aban- 
doned to grazing. Again the train of mover wagons moved east 
along the dusty road, again nightly campers along the road by 
the cottonwood grove came in to get water and milk and eggs, 
again Henry and Rosie began to wonder whether it would ever 
be possible to rear their growing family decently in the new 
country 5 but, as before, there seemed to be nothing to do but 
stay. There were so many farms for sale that land was worth 
little, and they had little but their land. 
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“We’ll just have to stay, and manage somehow,” declared 
Rosie, grimly. “There’ll be good years again, and some of these 
neighbors will be back again, wishing they hadn’t gone.” 

So they stayed, gathered all the buffalo bones and bones of 
starved cattle that they could find along the creek and river, and 
sold them to the junk dealer in town for enough to buy shoes 
and clothes. They even added to their household equipment at 
some of the sales that were held in the neighborhood. Henry 
bought a churn, a cupboard, a chair and a boiler. Mary Hunker 
had once borrowed the boiler and had burned several holes in 
the bottom. Rosie pulled rags through the holes and made the 
boiler serve for several years, but she needed a new one. In a 
characteristic moment of generosity, Henry bought Rosie a 
cooking range too — a range with six lids and a reservoir. Rosie 
failed to clean some of the second-hand furniture carefully, and 
as a result was soon fighting an invasion of bedbugs. 

In January another baby was born. He was very fat, Robert 
was, no prize winner for a beauty show, but Rosie declared he 
was “lieb.” 



CHAPTER XVIII 


Good Years, and the New House 

Good years came again. In eighteen eighty-two there was 
a good crop of wheat, and some corn, in spite of a blazing hot 
September. Wheat prices rose above a dollar, and land buyers 
of early spring paid for their farms with the first crop. Prairie 
schooners moved west again, and several neighbors who had 
left the year before came back, bought livestock for twice what 
they had received for their own, and settled down to farming, 
resolved never to leave again. Jesse Bender sold the Vietz farm 
before the rains, and moved to Wyoming, where the hunting 
was better. Kansas was becoming too tame for Jesse and his 
boys. Henry and Rosie prospered moderately. From the sale 
of wheat and hogs, Henry got enough to pay the seven-hun- 
dred-dollar note that he owed to Rosie’s father, and to buy a 
horse-drawn corn planter. 

In the bitterly cold winter that followed, a few of the neigh- 
bors lost cattle, and several of Henry’s hogs froze to death; but 
late February brought the warm sun and the hopefulness of 
spring. Henry had sixty acres of wheat — ^not too much to 
handle now, with his binder — and the yield was thirty bushels 
per acre; and corn was the best in years. Garden crops were 
plentiful too, with big watermelons — for the family, and for 
the neighbor boys, who stole many of them. The wild plum 
trees Henry and Rosie had planted a few years before began 
bearing great quantities of small red and yellow plums, of 
which they made a kind of plum butter — corrosively strong and 
sour, but for many years about the only fruit or spread the chil- 
dren had to eat on their bread. Rosie put it up in jars, jugs and 
]k:egs — glass jars were yet almost unknown — and sometimes it 
worked up sufficient pressure to blow the bungs out of the kegs, 

139 



SOD AND STUBBLE 


140 

with, a detonation that sounded like light artillery in the cellar. 
Henry was once carrying up a keg of this, when the bung blew 
out, missing his chin by an inch or two, and spraying plum but- 
ter all over the wall and ceiling of the cellar. That spirited 
design in plum butter could be traced on the cellar wall for 
years afterward. 

Once when a keg of plum butter fermented too badly to be 
used, Henry took it out to the hogs. Pretty soon some of the 
smaller pigs began to show signs of intoxication. Several of 
them started away from the trough, wobbling unsteadily on 
their feet, then lay down and went to sleep. Others that had 
perhaps not eaten quite so much, became very bellicose, and 
chased the dog out of the pen, then squirmed through the fence 
and chased him right up to the kitchen door — a much puzzled 
and astonished dog. The ducks ate some of the stuff, and soon 
they were on a spree too. Some lay down and went to sleep, 
others flapped their wings and tried to fly and sing and do all 
sorts of things scarcely proper for barnyard ducks. Rosie saw 
some of this strange behavior from the kitchen door, and could 
not imagine what was the matter, until she happened to remem- 
ber the fermented plum butter. 

With melons and plums ripe, Rosie had a great deal of com- 
pany that fall 3 and few came in vain. If Rosie could not give 
them a bucket of plums, she at least cut a melon for them — ^gen- 
erous slices always, even for people who had no watermelons 
themselves because they were too lazy to hoe them. 

The country was booming again, and land buyers from the 
East hammered poor little livery horses over the backs looking 
around for choice farms. Gould College, at Harlan, added 
dormitories to its modest plant 3 and talk of a woolen mill was 
resumed — this time to be built at Gaylord, while a townsite was 
laid out at the Great Spirit Springs, near Cawker, and plans 
were drawn for a big hotel. Indefatigable diggers still searched 
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for coal at several points. The farmers were building houses 
and barns, and buying buggies and organs with their moneys 
and the Downs Times reported three pianos in the growing me- 
tropolis. Now that the people had money, there were parties 
and festivities, with oyster suppers and taffy-pulls quite the 
style. 

There were, indeed, a few flies in the honey. The county 
treasurer ran away with twelve hundred dollars of county 
funds. Luckily, Henry was not one of the signers of his bond. 
There was much complaint about “county-seat cussedness” of 
all kinds anyhow. It was the custom of the county treasurer, 
when personal taxes were not paid, to send the sheriff to serve 
notices, and to charge each taxpayer for the entire trip to the 
county-seat, even though the sheriff might deliver a dozen no- 
tices on the trip. There were some sarcastic remarks about the 
sheriff’s horse, which, by the county records, often travelled as 
much as four hundred miles a day. Graft in the use of passes, 
in the county printing, and in hiring lawyers to prosecute coun- 
ty suits, was freely charged j and again there was talk of moving 
the county seat from Osborne to a town where the moral tone 
was higher. 

There was much complaint about monopoly, and an Anti- 
Monopoly party arose, with the local line creamery as the 
special devil to be slain. When the creamery came, some of the 
farmers went into milk production, and the price of cream soon 
tumbled. The creamery manager said his reductions were 
forced by declines in the Kansas City price, but the farmers in- 
sisted that they had been enticed into the business just to be 
skinned. They held meetings, and passed resolutions, and 
called for subscriptions to a cooperative creamery j but nothing 
more was done. 

On July 2.7, the birthday of Downs, Henry and Rosie took 
the children down to the celebration — the “annxxal drunk,” as 
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the Osborne newspaper truthfully but unkindly called it. Five 
thousand sweating celebrators, from the country and from the 
towns up and down the valley, milled about the streets, spend- 
ing hard-earned money on ice cream, bad lemonade, and balls 
to throw at negro dolls. Laura and Billy and Alice and Danny 
took little interest in the speeches by Governor Click and Sen- 
ator Ingalls j but the foot race was not bad, and the ice cream 
Henry bought for them was something to be talked of for days 
afterward. When evening came — chore time — they were tired 
out, and slept all the way home, untroubled by the fact that 
they were missing the grand ball at the St. James Hotel. Alto- 
gether the celebration was a grand success, in spite of the fact 
that, as the Downs Times reported, there were only two fights 
all day. 

Not long afterward, Freddie Lutz, the little son of one of 
the neighbors living up on Twelve Mile Creek, was drowned 
— drowned in the creek as he was on his way to meet his father 
coming in from the field. Henry and Rosie went to the funeral, 
taking the children along, of course. When Billy saw the body 
in its little casket, he exclaimed: 

“Er ist wirklich todt! 1st schwartz!” The body had already 
turned very dark. Someone had decorated it with zinnias, set 
in a row along the inside of the coflln. 

When Carrie Howell, a little girl in Downs died, a friend 
contributed the customary poem, which was printed in the 
Times: 


They have folded — sadly folded 
The death-shroud o’er her breast. 

They have clasped her white hands softly 
And laid her down to rest. 

They have parted back the tresses 
From her young and lovely brow. 
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And the seal — ^the fearful seal — 

Is on her sweet lips now. 

Like the half-unfolded rose-bud, 

Like the leaflet’s verdure hue, 

Hath she drooped in childish beauty. 

And faded from the view. 

Let the tears flow down in silence. 

Let the stricken spirit moan. 

And the broken heart-strings quiver 
With a wildly plaintive tone. 

O we weep, that ne’er the eyelids 
Their heavy droopings ope. 

That to the deeply yearning gaze 
Comes back no answering hope. 

The pale cheek, with its death hue. 
Forevermore is chill. 

The sweet lips, with their tenderness, 
Forevermore are still. 

Long years of weary mourning here 
May wait the grief-touched heart 3 
And clouds may shroud the darkened sky. 
But joy shall bid them part. 

A seraph smile shall lure thee on, 

Where angel voices ring. 

And deep notes from the starry world, 

A soothing balm shall bring. 

Though cold the lips, whose dying breath 
Caused thee thus to weep, 

A hovering spirit o’er thee broods. 

Since Carrie fell asleep. 
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These “lines” were so generally satisfactory and popular 
that when one of the women in Downs died the next year, they 
were published again with changes appropriate to the occasion. 

Old Frank died in September, from eating too much wheat 
out of the chaff end of the straw stack. While Henry was dig- 
ging the grave, Sam stood near, looking on sadly, as if he under- 
stood that he was to be alone thereafter. 

Henry and Frank and Sam! How many acres of sod they 
had turned under, in their years of breaking prairie together! 
Several years in Iowa they had done little else, and since com- 
ing to Kansas, they had broken sod, not only on Henry’s claim, 
but for many of the neighbors. Henry understood the opera- 
tion of a breaking plow as no one else in the country did — 
could set it so that it would run a long way without any guid- 
ance or attention — and Frank and Sam had the knack of the 
business too. He never could do so well with any other team. 

Not long after Frank died, little Joe died, of distemper. 
Little Joe was the friendliest and most playful little colt the 
children had ever had, and it was a time of genuine sadness 
when Henry and Billy dug the grave — Billy helping with all 
his strength, as if it were a service he owed his little pet. When 
the grave had been covered, Laura and Alice sang a hymn and 
put a bouquet of flowers at the head. There were heavy hearts 
around the table that evening, and for days afterward. 

Several other horses got the distemper about the same time, 
but Rosie made hot egg soup for them, and they finally re- 
covered. 

When the first frost came in October, Henry loaded the chil- 
dren into the wagon one evening after they got home from 
school, and drove out to the garden to gather the yellow pump- 
kins, squashes, beets and carrots, and a few late water- 
melons that clung to the dead vines. Rosie had a notion that 
frost-bitten watermelons were not safe to eat, but the children 
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didn’t worry much about that. There were two wagon loads, 
altogether, and it was great fun for the children to help load 
them into the wagon, with spirited rivalry as to which could find 
the biggest pumpkins. The children carried the pumpkins and 
squashes and melons into the cellar, and then Henry buried 
most of the beets and carrots in the garden pit, for use later in 
the winter. This winter there would be plenty of vegetables to 
feed the hungry little mouths that were becoming so numerous 
around the table. 

After the corn was husked, Henry had enough money to 
build a new granary, not of cottonwood boards, but of fine 
white pine, a granary with four large bins, and a shed for the 
new Peter Schuttler wagon. 

The school district built a new schoolhouse across the pasture 
that fall. The old log schoolhouse, with its board-and-sod roof 
— ^like that of Henry’s cabin — had seemed good at first, when 
the school was moved out of Dave Coop’s dugoutj but it was 
really a very crude afiFair. The floor was full of holes, and un- 
der it were mice, snakes and rabbits that the pupils sometimes 
watched more intently than they attended to their lessons. To 
serve as desks, there was a line of cottonwood slabs running 
around the room, resting on sticks driven into holes bored in the 
log walls. For seats, there was another line of slabs on legs — 
really a line of benches. All the pupils sat on the benches, but 
only the larger ones used the desk, as it was not long enough for 
all. The smaller pupils sat on benches and held their books and 
slates in their hands — ^if they had any books and slates. All the 
pupils faced the wall, and of course the light was poor; but that 
did not make much difference, for they studied very little any- 
how. The main purpose of the school was that they should 
learn discipline. The first teacher had been driven out by the 
rowdies in the school, and Wilson Athey had finished the term, 
with an axe lying on his desk to suppress possible revolts. 
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When the pupils wished to get out of their seats, in the old 
schoolhouse, they just swung around, lifting their feet over the 
seat — ^perhaps innocently kicking their next neighbor in the ribs, 
if the teacher was not looking. As the number of children in- 
creased, it was necessary to have a larger schoolhouse j and of 
course the new building was better in every way, with real 
desks and seats. 

Henry’s house, even with the stone addition, was beginning 
to seem small for a family of eight — ^there were six children 
now, including the new Baby; but it was not only the incon- 
venience of living there that forced Henry to think of a new 
house. The family was growing so gradually that he and Rosie 
had time to get accustomed to their increasingly cramped quar- 
ters. Four of the children could still sleep crosswise in one big 
bed, one in the baby bed, and the baby slept with Henry and 
Rosie — ^three beds were enough for all. A parlor would all be 
very fine, to be sure, but they never had had one, and it is not 
hard to do without what one has never had. 

Several of the neighbors were building new houses, however; 
big story-and-a-half houses, with pine lumber siding, with six 
or seven rooms, screens and shutters on the windows and jig- 
sawed brackets in the cornices. George Graeber had built a new 
house and a barn several years before, and had painted on his 
barn in big letters, ‘‘George Graeber, Farmer and Stockman.” 
Then he had bought a surrey, and with what a lordly air did he 
drive past Henry’s place, with his horses checked high and bug- 
gy whip in hand! A new house for Henry and Rosie seemed 
almost a necessity, if they were to preserve their self-respect and 
their standing in the community. So they began to save and 
plan and hope. 

The next year opened auspiciously, and, after some days of 
planning, Henry staked out the new house — on May the sixth. 
He had two stone masons come out from town to lay the foun- 
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dation, and they made a great deal of trouble. One day they 
found a toad, and, after spitting tobacco juice over it, plastered 
it into the wall. The children did not tell Henry about it until 
it was too late to get it out, but Henry and Rosie were very 
angry and indignant. The next day, when the five o’clock 
whistle blew at the round house in town, Henry saw one of the 
men drop the stone he was lifting up on to the wall, even though 
he had the mortar spread for itj and with unusual spirit, he dis- 
charged both of them. He then got another man to finish the 
job. 

How splendid the house looked, as the gleaming rows of 
white pine studs rose above the rock foundation, to the cheery 
accompaniment of the hammers’ tattoo, the raucous scritch, 
scritch of the saws, and the merry cries of the children as they 
played about, building little houses with the blocks that dropped 
from the carpenters’ saws! What visions of palatial spacious- 
ness and comfort as more studs were erected, and the rooms at 
last took definite form! Rosie was busy with plans for furnish- 
ing the house long before the plaster was dry, and the children 
had many a noisy debate as to the room that each should sleep 
in. How they did enjoy boasting of the new house to the Athey 
children — ^the Atheys still lived in a half-dugout! 

The new house was a story and a half high, with six rooms — 
big rooms — and a pantry, and two porches, one of which had 
pillars and a balustrade and a portico above 5 and there were 
brackets in the cornices, and a bay window with three sashes. 
Two chimneys, one for the parlor, and one for the big kitchen, 
rose high above the roof. In the parlor, there was a raised plas- 
ter circle in the center of the ceiling, and a hook in the center of 
that, where the lamp was to hang, when they could afford a 
hanging lamp. There was a cellar under most of the house, with 
an inside and an outside entrance. Then there were screens in 
most of the downstairs windows. No need to hang mosquito 
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netting over the windows and doors, as they used to do in the 
old house, or to build smudges around the door on summer 
nights to keep the mosquitoes out! No need to shoo flies from 
the dinner table any longer. 

To more sophisticated eyes, the house and its surroundings 
would have seemed none too friendly or homelike. The house 
itself stood out, stark and bare and white, like a great monu- 
ment, on a foundation much too high. The back porch rested on 
stone pillars high enough to form a shelter for the dog and 
chickens on hot summer days. There were no trees close enough 
to afford shade, no shrubs of any kind to soften the barrenness of 
the walls, no walks anywhere, nothing but hard-packed dirt 
about the old house and the new, barren of grass and even of 
weeds. Beyond the hitching post, where the wagon stood when 
not in use, there were patches of buflFalo grass, purslane, rag 
weeds, knot weeds, and horse nettles 5 and around the stable sor- 
rel dock and sunflowers grew high and thrifty. 

It was impossible to finish the entire house with the money in 
the bank, and Henry wanted to borrow enough to finish it, but 
Rosie would not agree to that. 

“We’ll get along without plastering the upstairs for a while,” 
she declared, ‘■^rather than borrow money. If we get a few bad 
years, we will be glad we are not tied down with a mortgage, 
anyhow.” 

She did not realize how prophetic those words were, but 
Rosie had a habit of saying prophetic things. She usually 
planned for the worst that could possibly happen. Then if for- 
tune frowned, she was prepared for its worst blows j and if the 
future proved better than she had expected, it was easy to be- 
come adjusted to happier circumstances. Rosie was not calmly 
philosophical in her pessimism, indeed she met adversity with 
far less serenity than Henry didj but she was learning the only 
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practical way to manage in a country where there were more 
lean years than fat, where optimism pointed the way to debt and 
disaster. So the upstairs was left unfinished, while, as a compen- 
sation, a new luxury was provided from the left-over lumber, a 
luxury that Rosie had been hoping for since she first came — and 
one that few of the neighbors had — a neat little privy, which 
was built out behind the choke cherry trees. 

There was even a carpet for the parlor, a rag carpet that 
Rosie’s mother had made when she heard that there was to be a 
new house — dear mother with nothing else to do, of course. 
When this was laid over a heavy mat of straw it made a carpet 
so soft and luxurious as to trip an occasional unwary guest. 

But most wonderful of all was the new organ that Rosie’s 
father sent — a great, high organ, so high that its ornate top 
reached almost to the ceiling, covered all over with little jig- 
saw gimcracks and figures and designs and knobs and scroll 
work. On the stops, in handsome, elaborate letters, were grand 
insignia Bass Coupler, Melodia Forte, Diapason, Viola, Celeste, 
Celeste Forte, Melodia and Flute. Wouldn’t it be grand when 
Laura learned to play! None of the children but Laura were 
allowed to play it, and she was not allowed to pump the pedals 
too fast, lest she injure the bellows. Rosie almost dreaded to 
see the preacher come, because when he played he always 
pumped so fast. 

Another luxury, almost more important to Rosie than the 
organ, was a new kind of tablecloth she got in town one day — 
they called it “oil cloth.” It was glossy and almost as easy to 
wash as china. Rosie was looking for a wedding present for one 
of the Hunker girls when she found this new oil cloth, and, 
after buying two yards for the wedding gift, she could not resist 
the temptation to buy two yards for herself. 

Even before the house was completely done, the beds and 
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stove and a few pieces of furniture were moved over from the 
old house, which was soon partly filled with corn from the south 
field. It was another great corn year. 

In all her happy planning for the new house, Rosie never 
realized how hard it would be to leave the old onej and when 
she got her last armful of dishes and pans from the old log 
cabin, she turned for a moment at the door to look back. A 
chapter in her life was now closed, a chapter of buoyant hope 
and modest realization. How the pictures thronged before her 
as she stood at the doorstep, looking back into the little room, 
with the pile of yellow corn in the corner! Scarcely a dozen 
years ago, it was, when she first scrubbed the floor and set the 
sacks of flour against the wall, fixed the shelves, and washed and 
set the dishes to rights. There, by the door, only ten years ago, 
she had stood with little Albert in her arms, and watched the 
light fade in his bright eyes — ^it seemed an age since that day. 
And there the little stove had stood, radiating its kindly warmth 
on winter days. How often she had sat there with a baby in her 
arms, talking over problems with Henry! How lonely and 
deserted the house seemed now, even though every nook and 
corner was peopled with the images and recollections of those 
busy and hopeful years! 

As she stood lost in memories of the old house, Laura came 
running up from behind. 

“Mamma, they want to know where to put the bed, up in the 
preacher’s room. Can you come and show them where?” 

Rosie wiped away a tear with her apron, and, taking Laura’s 
hand in her own free hand, walked slowly over to the new 
house. As they entered the spacious kitchen, Laura burst into 
enthusiastic comments: 

“Isn’t it nice, Mamma, and big and fine? Don’t you think 
we’ll like it over here?” 

Rosie paused a moment, and answered quietly, “I hope so.” 
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Soon after they moved into the new house, they decided that 
they must have yet another extravagance — a well for the cattle, 
down by the corral. The old well, near the house, was some 
distance from the corral and from the stable, and the watering 
of the livestock every morning and evening meant a great deal 
of work and trouble. Someone had to open the gate, herd them 
out into the yard and up to the well, watch them all the time 
lest they run away, and finally drive them back into the corral 
again. Sometimes strays and laggards failed to come up with 
the rest of the herd, and later demanded a special dispensation. 
The cattle trampled out the grass around the house, sometimes 
even invaded the garden, on a few occasions tore Rosie’s clothes 
line downj and always, Rosie believed, they left many flies at 
the house. Then too, there was usually a mud hole around the 
trough, as long as the cattle drank there. With the new house 
up, Rosie and Henry were anxious to get grass growing in the 
yard again j so Henry hired a man to help him, and together 
they dug a well down by the corral. He did not put a pump in 
for several years, but the new well saved many steps, and the 
yard soon looked better too. 

It was a good year for everyone, ’eighty-four was. Henry 
was not the only one to build a new house. Some of the neigh- 
bors built houses and barns too, and bought barbed wire, new 
implements, and blooded live stock. Steam threshers were com- 
ing in, cutting the labor of threshing about half, and releasing 
horses from the killing drag of the horse power, where horses 
sometimes died, on hot days. Wind power was being used more, 
and a neighbor across the river built a wndmill with a wheel 
thirty feet across, to grind feed and crush cane. The Cawker 
Mining Company reported a coal discovery at three hundred 
and seventy feet, and made plans for mining. If coal discoveries 
and reports of coal discoveries could have been burned, the set- 
tlers would not have needed to burn corn that winter. A man at 
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Cawker also reported the finding of a bed of potters’ clay, but 
no one seemed to know what to do with it. There was talk of a 
street car line from Cawker to the new town at Waconda 
Springs} and the Downs Times ^ in an outburst of enthusiasm, 
declared that Downs needed a cheese factory, a canning factory, 
a woolen mill, a paper mill and a sugar mill. Two of the local 
promoters built a skating rink, where roller skating became a 
fashionable sport, and where magic lantern shows, and phrenol- 
ogists’ and ventriloquists’ exhibitions were held. With prosper- 
ity came the rise of a new aristocracy, and the Downs Social 
Club was organized to sift out and put the stamp of approved 
excellence on the genuinely fit people of the town. Henry and 
Rosie read of their euchre parties in the Times, but, only two 
and a half miles away, they knew almost as little of that life as 
they knew of the doings of the Russian nobility. 

Education was not neglected in the general enthusiasm. 
Gould College, at Harlan, boasted of an attendance of fifty- 
eight students, and reported the organization of the Alpha Beta 
Society, to give tone to the life of the college} while Beloit 
offered to raise twenty thousand dollars, if the Methodist 
Church would build a college there. Education in Henry’s 
home school suffered from an epidemic of prairie itch, which 
made it necessary to close the school for several weeks. 



CHAPTER XIX 


Trouble For the Little Children 

In the new house there were many troubles, from the very 
beginning. Even before it was completed, baby Louise, only a 
year old, was nearly killed by a fall from the second story — a 
sheer fall of eight feet to the floor below. One of the older girls 
had dragged her up the steps to see the wonders of the up-stairs, 
and had then forgotten about her, whereupon the little baby, in 
a fine spirit of inquiry, proceeded to crawl over the edge of the 
stairway, landing on her head on the floor below. 

Laura picked her up while Billy and Alice raced out to tell 
Rosie, who was stripping cane in the west field. Rosie dropped 
her stripping stick and ran to the house. She took the still un- 
conscious child that Laura was holding helplessly in her arms, 
carried her out into the yard, and blew into her face, but no sign 
of life appeared. She tossed her up in the air, again and again, 
then listened for the sound of breathing, but there was none. 

‘‘Run and get papa! Quick!” she cried to Laura, who was 
standing by, wide-eyed with fright. Laura was gone in a 
twinkling, running as fast as her legs would carry her, down to 
the field where Henry was snapping a load of corn. 

Rosie took the baby into the house and laid her on the bed, 
ran out to the well for a bucket of fresh water, and set to work 
bathing her face and head with a wet cloth. Soon Henry came 
running up past the stable, and he tried rather awkwardly to 
help her. After a while they saw the baby gasp, then breathe 
ever so faintly. The livid blue color of her face turned to blood- 
less white and she began to cry plaintively. A half hour later she 
sank into a sleep that was as much a stupor as a real sleep. Rosie 
and Henry took turns watching her the rest of the day, and into 
the night. 
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The next morning a great blood boil had risen on top of her 
head, and Henry and Rosie promptly took her to the doctor. 
He lanced the boil, and the baby recovered. How tenacious of 
life are these soft and tender little beings, sometimes! 

Other troubles were in store. The plastering on the new 
house was not yet dry when the family moved in, and the damp- 
ness brought several of the children down with colds and croup. 
One night, about midnight, Rosie was awakened by Danny’s 
violent coughing and choking. She arose quickly, lighted the 
lamp, lifted the child from his bed, and wrapped him in the bed 
clothes. 

‘‘This room’s too cold,” she said to Henry, who was reaching 
for his boots. “Go and make a fire in the kitchen, as quick as 
you can.” 

Henry rushed out into the kitchen, while Rosie held the 
struggling boy in her arms. When the fire started burning, she 
took him into the kitchen and sat down by the stove. Henry got 
a botde of skunk oil from the chimney cabinet, and rubbed the 
boy’s chest energetically with it, then covered it with a woolen 
cloth, and wrapped him again carefully in his covers. He next 
gave him a spoonful of coal oil. For minor cases of colds and 
croup, Rosie used a mixture of honey and coal oil — ^when she 
had honey — ^but this case seemed too serious to admit of any 
temporizing, and a dose of pure coal oil was forced down Dan- 
ny’s throat. 

Still the child’s breath came wheezingly, and the effort 
brought beads of sweat to his little round face. Then his breath 
was halted completely, his fingers clutched awkwardly at his 
flannel gown, and his eyes started fearfully from their sockets. 
Self-reliant as she was, Rosie always turned to Henry in such 
crisis as this. She handed the boy to Henry, who dropped into a 
chair, turned him over on his stomach, and thrust his finger 
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down the boy’s throat. The boy vomited, gasped and choked 
again, then lay limp and motionless on his father’s lap, 

Rosie snatched the boy up and hugged him to her: 

“The doctor! Go quick and get him! Oh, it’s too late! But 
get him anyhow!” She scarcely knew what she said; she only 
knew that her little boy was going from her. 

Henry jerked on his clothes with a few swift motions, and 
was gone. He ran to the stable, fumbled about in the dark un- 
til he found the bridle, and started down through the corral to 
the pasture, confusedly wondering how far he would have to go 
for Fannie. In the starlight he could see that none of the horses 
were up near the corral. He ran on, past the stubble field cor- 
ner that jutted out into the pasture, on toward the schoolhouse 
that stood at the lower corner. He heard a horse sneeze, and 
following the sound soon saw them grazing near the fence, at 
the very foot of the pasture. As he approached, one of the 
horses snorted and started off at a gallop, the rest following — 
all but Fannie, God bless her, who stood quietly while he came 
up and put the bridle on. He mounted and started back at a 
fast gallop — Fannie seemed to know that there was trouble, and 
she needed no urging as she raced past the stubble field corner 
and up through the corral. Henry had left the gate open, and 
they ran on past the stable and up to the house. As he reined 
up for an instant at the door, wondering whether he should stop 
to see Rosie before he went on, the door opened and Rosie called 
out to him: 

“Wait ! Wait a minute, Henry! ” 

He jumped down from his horse, his mind running vaguely 
back to another time, years before, when he had been stopped 
on a trip to the doctor. He dreaded to enter the house. As he 
set foot on the step, Rosie spoke again: 

“Come, Henry, he’s better!” Her voice carried unmistak- 
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able cheer, and he saw in the lamplight the hope that lighted 
her face. She led him over by the stove, where she had put 
three chairs together to make a little bed. On it was Danny, 
sleeping quietly. 

Henry took Fanny back to the pasture, brought in an arm- 
ful of wood, and then moved one of the beds into the kitchen. 
The boy was put into it and covered up warm. An hour later, 
the first lusty cock announced the dawn of another crisp fall 
day, and the low-burning lamp was turned out j but Danny still 
slept peacefully in his bed. 

What a glorious morning it was! Henry’s simple prayer at 
the breakfast table sounded an unusual depth and sincerity of 
gratitude. 

Danny’s troubles were not over, though, for he developed an 
abscess in his ear which caused him intense pain, and kept Rosie 
up night after night, and left a serious defect of hearing from 
which he was not to recover for many years. Henry and Rosie 
decided that they would take no more risks. They moved the 
beds into the kitchen, and all of the children slept there the rest 
of the winter. It was crowded, but not much more so than the 
old house j and in the morning Henry took care to have a roaring 
fire in the little heating stove before the children got up. They 
always had spirited rivalries there in the morning, to see which 
could get dressed first. 



CHAPTER XX 


A Hafpy Day^ and an Anxious Night 

I_>AURA and Billy and Alice were out in the garden picking 
potato bugs. Each carried a tin can, into which the bugs were 
thrown — Billy had his can fixed up specially with a wire bail. 

“You’re not pickin’ your row clean,” scolded Laura, examin- 
ing a vine Billy had just passed. “Look there! You left four 
bugs on this one vine.” 

“I guess they’re just little bugs, those soft little bugs,” said 
Billy, rather sheepishly, yet with no apology in his voice. “I 
bet you left some too.” He stepped over to inspect some of the 
vines behind her. 

“I’m going to tell mamma on you.” Laura always thought 
of herself as her mother’s agent in dealing with the younger 
children. 

“All right, go ahead. I’ll tell her you stepped on that melon 
vine.” 

“I couldn’t help that,” she snapped. “That vine was in my 
way, so it was.” 

“Well, you stepped on it, anyway, and broke it off, so it 
won’t have any melons on. It’s worse to spoil melons than pota- 
toes, because it would be worse to get along without melons than 
without potatoes. These potatoes won’t grow, anyway, if it 
don’t rain. I heard papa say so last night.” 

“I wish we didn’t have any potatoes,” said little Alice, who 
had been trying to find some way to get the bugs into the can 
without touching the loathsome things. Alice was fastidious, 
and utterly opposed to soiling her fingers. “These nasty bugs 
will be right back on the vines, no matter how many we pick off. 
We just pick and pick and pick, and they always come back. 
Not the same ones, maybe, but just as many.” 
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“And more too,” declared Billy, throwing a bug into the can 
with a vengeful swing. “A lot more. I got a lot more in this 
can right now than I had last time.” 

“Wouldn’t it be nice not to have to pick potato bugs, or hoe 
corn, or herd the cattle, or anything, like town people?” said 
Alice wistfully. 

“Not any town kids have to pick potato bugs, I bet,” declared 
Billy. “Or hoe, or feed the calves, or herd the cattle, like we do 
all the time when school is out.” Billy stood erect as he spoke, 
and his tone revealed clearly the pity he felt for himself in his 
unhappy estate. 

^^No, but all the country kids have to do such things. All of 
’em do.” Laura thought it time to bolster up the morale of her 
workers. “Atheys and Minnie Graeber and Bartschs and every- 
body — all the country kids — because they live in the country 
where the potatoes are. You couldn’t herd cattle in town, any- 
how.” Laura delivered this argument with telling force, and 
for a few moments the conversation lagged. 

“Look, there’s a buggy coming! ” cried Billy suddenly, as he 
stood looking over toward the Dry Creek corner. “And two 
horses. I bet it’s Graebers been to town.” 

“I guess they think they’re smart,” said Laura scornfully, 
bending to her task. “They think they’re awful smart since they 
got a buggy.” 

“Nope, it ain’t Graebers’ horses, nor their buggy neither,” 
announced Billy, as the team drew nearer. “Their buggy don’t 
have that kind of a top. Wouldn’t you like to ride in a buggy 
with a fringe top like that! And black horses! And look at that 
harness! And celluloid rings, and everything!” The magni- 
ficence of the general outlay was too much for Billy, and he 
dropped his can of potato bugs, spilling part of them on the 
ground. He quickly scooped them into the can again, with a 
liberal mixture of dirt. 
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‘‘It’s Uncle John!” exclaimed Laura, as the surrey turned 
into the driveway. “It’s Uncle John and Aunt Minnie, I bet! 
Mamma said they were coming some day.” 

“Let’s go and see,” suggested Billy, vastly pleased with the 
prospect of something more interesting than picking potato 
bugs. 

“All right. Let’s run, but don’t spill your bugs,” warned 
Laura, and set off through the weeds and briers at a great speed, 
followed by Billy and Alice at paces according with their re- 
spective capacities. 

Sure enough, it was Uncle John, and Aunt Minnie, and John- 
nie, and Freddie, and Rosie, and Grandmother — quite a sur- 
rey-load for a two hundred mile drive! There were many 
cheery greetings and kisses and how do you do’s and how are 
you’s and when did you start and how did you leave everybody 
and how is the baby — ^Rosie had another baby, two weeks old — 
and if there isn’t our little Rosie and Freddie and Johnnie and 
Laura and Billy and Alice and Danny and Robert and Louise j 
and a thousand questions of small significance except to express 
the affection and goodwill of everybody. Then too, there were 
cousins Johnnie and Freddie and Rosie to play and quarrel and 
fight with, and cake and pie and good things to eat at dinner, 
since company was come. Of course, Grandmother and Uncle 
John had brought oranges and cookies and candy, as they always 
did 3 and Billy had nearly eaten his orange before Rosie noticed 
that he had forgotten to wash his hands. Then, when the or- 
anges and candy had been eaten, there was the new surrey to in- 
spect, with its shiny nickel lamps on the sides, its soft leather 
seats and fringed top — quite the most regal turnout the children 
had ever seen. They promptly took their places in the seats and, 
whip in hand, had a grand time driving imaginary horses at 
unimaginable speeds. It was a wonderful day surely, and the 
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potato bugs were quite forgotten in the general happiness and 
excitement. 

That night Henry suddenly became violently ill. The hard- 
ships of the Civil War had left him with a poor stomach j and 
after the war, while breaking prairie in Iowa, he had once be- 
come very sick from eating soured apple sauce from a tin bucket. 
He was baching in his wagon at the time, far from all friends, 
and the next day was found lying under the wagon, unable to 
speak or to move. Sick for many days, he was always there- 
after subject to attacks of what doctors called cholera morbus. 

Illness came this time from drinking wine and milk. Grand- 
mother brought a bottle of wine — a rare luxury for those days 
— and Henry drank some of it. Not long afterward, in skim- 
ming the milk for supper, he was tempted to drink a cup of 
clabbered milk, of which he was always fond. This caused no 
immediate distress, and he ate a hearty supper afterward, and 
was in bed before he felt the first violent cramps coming on. 

For a few moments he could not imagine what was the cause 
of his trouble; but then he remembered the wine and the milk, 
and realized what was ahead of him. When another attack 
came, he wakened Rosie, and told her what he feared. Rosie 
soon had a fire in the kitchen stove, and a pan of bran warming 
in the oven; but in spite of the hot bran sacks piled around him, 
Henry grew rapidly worse. At times his knees were drawn up 
almost to his chest by the violent spasms that pulled at his vitals. 
He vomited, but no relief followed. Far into the night, Rosie 
sat by his bed and piled the bran sacks about him. 

Long after midnight, she heard him groaning. She knew 
then that his condition was very serious, for Henry seldom com- 
plained — never made a fuss about trifling aches and pains. She 
leaned over him and listened. 

“Henry, are you feeling worse?” she asked. 
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Only mumbled and half audible syllables came in reply. 

“Oh, Henry! Shall I get the doctor?” 

The same mumbled and inarticulate grunts were again his 
only answer. 

She felt his hand. It was cold. Surely he was not dying! No, 
that could not be! Not Henry, who had been at her side these 
many years, so kind always. She would get the doctor. She 
would have him there soon, and the doctor would help. 

She turned from the bed, and opened the door to call upstairs 
to Sister Minnie, when it occurred to her that Minnie would be 
of no help, and Uncle John was a cripple. She took up the 
lamp, ran into the bedroom and roused Laura from her sleep. 

“Laura! You will have to run over to Wetzel’s and tell 
Dave to go for a doctor. Papa’s terribly sick. Get your clothes 
on, and go as quick as you can.” 

Laura rubbed her eyes in perplexity, but immediately caught 
the spirit of her task, and was dressed in a moment. 

“Run as fast as you can! And hammer at the door, and when 
they answer tell them Papa’s sick with cholera morbus, and will 
Dave go for a doctor. Quick! Go as fast as you can! ” 

Laura was only a little girl, ten years old, but without a mo- 
ment’s hesitation, she opened the door and was gone. Rosie 
turned to the bed again. She could still hear Henry’s labored 
and unsteady breathing. After each inhalation, his throat 
closed, almost with a click, and he held his breath a long time, 
then blew it out suddenly. He could not speak. None of 
Rosie’s questions elicited an articulate reply. She busied herself 
with hot bran sacks, and waited, waited for the doctor. Laura 
came home and was put to bed, and then Rosie sat by the bed- 
side, watching each breath, each movement, each straining 
spasm of pain, fearing and dreading the next change in the con- 
dition of her patient. Once she thought she heard a team com- 
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ing — ^the horses galloping in the pasture. Again she thought 
she heard the sound of a buggy approaching, but it was only the 
creaking of one of the beds upstairs. 

At last she heard the doctor coming. Yes, there was no mis- 
take this time — the horses trotting rapidly in the distance, and 
then the rattling of the buggy as it came nearer. Rosie was at the 
door to meet him, with a lamp in her hand to light him up the 
steps. 

The doctor sat down by the bedside and watched the sick man 
for a few minutes, then rose and got a box of pills from his 
satchel. These he dissolved in water and after much difficulty, 
got Henry to swallow the liquid. In a short time he repeated 
the dose, and this time Henry was able to swallow with less 
difficulty. 

The first gray tints of the dawn were coming.in the east, and 
the cool morning breeze rustled in the cottonwoods, when the 
doctor rose from the bedside. 

“I believe he’s doing better now. Keep him warm, and give 
him some of this medicine every hourj and if any trouble de- 
velops, call me. I believe he’ll be around in a few days.” And 
the doctor started back to town. 

Henry was better, but in the morning other trouble appeared. 
When Rosie went out to do the milking, she left the baby with 
Grandmother5 but the baby was sick too. Mother’s milk under 
such conditions of strain and anxiety was hardly a fit baby food, 
and little Joe was sick. He cried constantly, as if in great pain. 
Grandmother carried him in her arms, back and forth across the 
kitchen floor, as long as she could, trying to quiet him, but all in 
vain 5 and the crying baby finally burst his navel. When Grand- 
mother saw the damage done, she quickly sent Laura out to get 
Rosie. Rosie, who was nearly done with the milking, hastily 
stripped the last cow and hurried back to the house, dressed the 
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baby’s wound, nursed him again, and finally got him quieted 
and to sleep. 

But there was no sleep for Rosie herself, after that night of 
anxiety. Henry and the baby both needed attention all dayj 
Grandmother could do little, for she was ill with asthma 5 Sister 
Minnie, never really strong, was in bed after the long drive j 
John was barely able to get around at best, and there were ten 
children and five grown people to cook and wash dishes for. So 
Rosie .found herself too busy to snatch even a moment’s rest 
during the dayj but at night she was so tired that even the cry- 
ing of the baby did not awaken her. The next day Minnie 
helped with the work, and a day or two later Henry was able to 
be out of bed, and even to do some chores. 

Sickness and doctor bills are easily forgotten when fortune 
smiles j and ’eighty-five was a good year. There was a fair wheat 
crop, and a great crop of cornj but, as the fates would have it, 
a disastrous epidemic of hog cholera ran through the neighbor- 
hood that fall, and most of Henry’s hogs died. Corn was so 
cheap that some of the neighbors burned it in their stoves, but 
Rosie would not think of such waste. Henry sold some of the 
corn, and invested the money in stock in a cooperative horse 
company, a company chartered to buy two expensive imported 
stallions. The cooperators thought these sires would help to 
grade up the horses in the community — ^and Lucifer and Rich- 
mond were really magnificent animals — ^but Henry’s invest- 
ment in the horse company was destined to bring him many gray 
hairs. 

The new country was enjoying its fourth drink, and was al- 
most in a mood to forget that there had ever been such a thing 
as a serious drouth. Land prices rose to new heights, and some 
speculators sold farms for twice as much as they had paid a year 
or two before. With good crops and prosperity, horses doubled 
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in price too, and a good team was now worth more than two 
hundred dollars. Movers’ wagons rolled steadily westward, and 
the western counties reported a rapid increase in population; 
Stockton had twenty-four real estate agents, to handle the in- 
coming rush of land buyers, and other towns were quite as well 
provided; but there were not enough good farms for the grow- 
ing population, and many sought other kinds of work. In Nor- 
ton County there were fifty-four candidates for the office of reg- 
ister of deeds, and Phillips County had her choice of forty-seven 
candidates for sheriff. 

The building of new houses and the operation of new indus- 
tries required a great deal of labor. Downs and Osborne added 
a hundred houses each during the year, while the new brick 
plant at Osborne called for a large number of wood cutters to 
provide fuel. The Farmers’ Alliance built a new elevator at 
Downs, and an enterprising business man established a soap fac- 
tory to utilize the carcasses of hogs that died of the cholera. A 
charter was granted to the Kansas Silk Association, ‘ffo grow, 
manufacture and sell silk;” but fortunately the charter repre- 
sented the promoters’ only investment. Tree agents scoured 
the country, and many of the farmers, forgetting earlier 
drouths, bought fruit trees. Henry bought enough peach trees 
to set out a small orchard east of the new house. 

The winter that followed was long remembered for its sever- 
ity. Early in December the worst dust storm in years blew in 
from the northwest, with a roaring wind that sent the tempera- 
ture down to zero, and piled drifts of dust on the south side of 
every corn shock. There was much cold weather for a month, 
and on the night of January sixth, a terrific blizzard struck, with 
a temperature far below zero. With no thermometer, Henry 
did not realize how cold it was until he froze his face while 
feeding the cattle. The wind died down the second day, but 
the paralyzing cold hung on for several days more, and many 
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cattle and hogs in the neighborhood were frozen. Quails froze 
to death in the hedge rows, and even rabbits succumbed to cold 
and starvation. Henry had a great many quail on his place be- 
cause he never permitted any hunting of quail. Few drivers 
ventured along the snow-blocked roads, and for nearly two 
weeks no mail trains reached Downs from the east. The coun- 
try seemed dead, as if all life had been frozen, like the water in 
the creeks and river. 

When the weather turned warmer, the people, bored with 
their weeks of hugging the stove, dug out of the snow drifts and 
went visiting. One night Henry and Rosie even went to town 
to hear Blind Boone, the famous blind negro pianist; and they 
sometimes attended the literary society meetings at the Rose 
Valley schoolhouse, where the two parties in the society — ^the 
“Prairie Stampers” and the “Pumpkin Canaries” — debated fun- 
damental questions of the day: “Resolved that intoxicating li- 
quors have caused more misery than everything else com- 
bined;” “That popularity elevates a person more in society than 
merit;” “That this is the age of humbuggery;” “That a liar 
does more harm in a family than a thief;” “That the Red Jer- 
sey pig is more beneficial to the country than the patent attach- 
ment harrow;” “That bachelors are a public nuisance and that 
their immigration should be prohibited;” “That the mind of 
woman is equal to that of man;” “That a dirty, good-natured 
wife is better than a neat, scolding wife.” Henry was not much 
of a debater, for he had no “gift of gab,” but sometimes he 
j oined in the discussions in a rather embarrassed manner. 

Over at the Green Ridge literary society one night, Henry 
and Rosie saw real dramatics. When one of the boys. Fate Nor- 
ton, arose to speak, the teacher, Harriet Dedham, stepped be- 
hind him on pretense of getting a drink, and, drawing a re- 
volver, announced 

“Now, Fate Norton, it’s my turn to speak!” 
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Norton turned and made a lunge for the revolver but in the 
scuffle the weapon was discharged, hitting one of the men in the 
audience. For a moment there was an uproar, women scream- 
ing and men tearing up the seats in a scramble to get out 3 but the 
chairman finally secured the revolver, and called the society to 
order again. The victim of the fracas was found to be only 
slightly injured, and the debate proceeded. Norton, who was 
something of a “sissy,” and decidedly unpopular, had boasted 
that he could go with the teacher whenever he wanted to 5 and 
with the help of another girl, she had planned to avenge the 
insult. She was to train the revolver on him while the other 
girl beat him with a quirt. It all turned out very happily. She 
was fined two dollars and a half for assault and battery, but 
some of the boys chipped in and paid the fine 3 and she did give 
him a whipping later. It was a bit too rough for Henry and 
Rosie though, and they did not go again. When nothing worse 
happened, the exercises were often disturbed by rowdies from 
town, or perhaps hoodlums cut the harnesses from some of the 
horses standing outside. Always there were men who spit to- 
bacco juice all over the floor, much to Henry’s disgust. 

The summer that followed was of the kind that turns hopeful 
men’s hearts sad and sour. Dry weather early in June burned 
the oats yellow, and the wheat filled with shriveled kernels 
that were barely worth the cutting. Corn began to fire before 
Rosie and the children had finished hoeing, and did not even 
make fodder, except in the river field. The pasture dried up, 
and in the late summer and early fall the cows had to be herd- 
ed along the road and along the railroad right-of-way — a steady 
job for Laura and Billy and Alice. Some of the mover wagons 
that had jogged westward in April were on their way back in 
September. Times were so hard that, as the Downs Times said 5 
“The Lord’s Supper, with the original cast, would not draw a 
full house in any town in the West.” 



CHAPTER XXI 


A Sick Baby 

It was August, and a busy time for everyone, for threshers 
were coming in the morning. Rosie was working at top speed, 
paring potatoes, churning and working the butter, baking bread 
and pies, and cleaning chickens — for threshers had to be fed 
well, according to the tradition of the time. Little Joe, just 
learning to walk, was sick and fretful, toddling around after his 
mother, hanging to her skirts, and crying almost incessantly. 
Once he got a stick and threatened to whip her if she did not 
stop and take him upj but the work had to be done, and Joe 
was allowed to follow around as best he could. 

Next day the threshers came, and again there was little time 
to bother with cranky children} but Cad Winters came up to 
help, and she was given the task of taking care of the sick boy. 
Uncle Bob and Aunt Kate Winters with their three children had 
come to the neighborhood only a few years before, and lived on 
the farm just south of Henry’s. The Winterses were kind and 
generous to everyone, and wherever there was need of help, one 
of them was pretty certain to be on hand. Joe was unmistakably 
a sick child, feverish and irritable} but he always liked Cad, and 
made little serious trouble. The threshers stayed all that day 
and the next, and in the bustle and hurry of cooking and waiting 
on the men and shooing flies from the table — even with screens, 
there were always flies in the house — and then washing dishes 
and cooking again, Joe was not the center of interest, except at 
night, when he kept his parents up much of the time. 

The next day was Sunday, a blazing hot August day, but Joe 
did not cry much, and Rosie began to hope that he was getting 
better. Mary Bartsch came down after church, and suggested 
that perhaps the boy was only suffering from teething, and that 
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it was nothing to be particularly frightened about. Rosie felt 
greatly relieved to hear this, especially as the child became 
much quieter toward evening. 

After supper, the threshers came again, to be ready in the 
morningj and later, after church, the preacher came with his 
wife and four children, to stay all night. It was late before 
Rosie had beds made for all — some of the children had to sleep 
on the floor. Joe was quiet, apparently much better, and Rosie 
lay down and went to sleep. 

She and Henry were up before daybreak the next morning, 
and dressed by lamplight, for a busy day was ahead. Little Joe 
seemed to be sleeping soundly, but when Rosie reached over to 
turn out the lamp, she happened to look closely at him. His 
brown eyes were partly open, staring with the fixity of death! 
She called Henry, and for long minutes they stood looking 
down at the child, whose scarcely perceptible breathing belied 
the counterfeit of death in his face. 

Henry passed his hand before the staring eyes, but Joe paid 
no heed, seeing nothing. He stroked the soft brown hair back 
from the little forehead, but the child seemed insensible to the 
touch of his hand. Henry took one of the hands in his own. It 
was warm, but limp and utterly lifeless, and when released, fell 
like a rag to its place again. He took up the other hand, and the 
fingers closed weakly around his thumb — ^yes, there was life 
there! He lifted the little bare feet and moved them this way 
and that, but there was no sign of life or vitality. Yet the child 
was breathing faintly. 

“What if it should be . . . ?’’ He could not say the dreaded 
word. 

“Oh no, . . . not paralysis ... we haven’t been where 
that was!” 

“That’s what Nauheim’s baby had . . . and Linge’s, you 
know.” 
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‘‘Linge’s girl . . . was she like this?” 

“No, not exactly . . . not really . . . still she was like this 
too, in some ways . . . from what he told me ... a fever, 
and fretful for a couple of days . . . and then she got . . . 
like this.” 

“She died.” 

“Yes . . . the next day.” 

They stood for a moment looking helplessly down at the 
stricken child, then Rosie took him up in her arms. 

“Oh, Henry, you must go and get the doctor! Surely the 
doctor will know what to do! Surely he can do something! Oh, 
go right now!” Rosie hugged the inert little body to her. “I’ll 
watch him till you get back. But go as fast as you can! ” 

Without a word Henry hastened out to the door, snatching 
his hat from a nail as he passed through the kitchen j but in a 
moment he came back. 

“Wouldn’t it be better to take him to the doctor? We could 
get there before he could come out.” 

“Oh, yes. And as soon as we can — as soon as we can get 
ready.” 

Henry hurried out to get the horses up from the pasture, 
while Rosie awakened the children. It was not long before 
everyone was up. The noise and stir awakened little Joe from 
his stupor, and he began to cry plaintively, but scarcely moved a 
muscle of his arms or legs. Rosie hurried back and forth, from 
her breakfast preparations to his bedside, a score of times, in that 
stiff and plodding but resolute and unaccountably swift walk 
that covered so many miles and so many tasks each day. Break- 
fast was ready at sun-up, breakfast for the family and the 
threshers and the preacher’s family — ^twenty-four people alto- 
gether — ^and when they had eaten, Henry hitched the team to 
the wagon, and they took Joe to town to the doctor- Rosie 
carried a parasol to shelter him from the sun — already hot in 
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early morning — and the jarring o£ the wagon made him sleep 
much of the way. 

The doctor greeted them heartily as they entered his office, 
but his heartiness faded when he saw how tired and troubled 
they were. 

“Is the baby sick?” he inquired kindly. “This is bad weather 
for babies.” 

“I’m afraid he’s awfully sick, doctor — cross and feverish 
since Thursday 3 and now he can’t move either foot.” Henry 
took one of the baby’s shoes off, and moved the foot this way 
and that. It seemed utterly lifeless. 

The doctor looked on intently, then took a pin from his coat, 
and pricked the bottom of the foot. The baby cried, but moved 
not a muscle. The doctor’s face turned grave. 

“Henry, I wish you would take him to someone else.” 

“You can do something for him surely, can’t you?” 

“I’ll do my best 3 but I’m afraid — ” The doctor paused a 
minute to pick up in turn each of the little hands and feet, and 
move them in various ways 3 and the boy, mistaking all this for 
play, laughed back at him, but moved only one arm. “I’m 
afraid it won’t be much — ^not if it’s paralysis.” 

“You mean you think he won’t get — ^get better?” 

“He may get somewhat better, but that won’t be my work, or 
to my credit.” Doctor Poole was honest as well as kindly. “Just 
about learning to walk, I suppose?” 

“Just a few days ago.” 

“I’m afraid, Henry — ^he will never walk again.” 

There was no reply. Crushed and numbed as the words 
struck down upon them, Rosie and Henry stood dumbly looking 
at the boy in Henry’s arms. The doctor’s conscience smote him 
as he saw the cruel force of his frank words, and he tried to 
speak more encouragingly. 

“He might get much better though. He seems hearty and 
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Strong, and might overcome it partly.” He turned and took 
down a large bottle from his cabinet. 

“Give him a teaspoonful of this every couple of hours,” he 
said, as he poured part of the liquid into a smaller bottle. 
“Bring him down every day for a while. Give him plenty of 
good, nourishing food — try to build up his general health and 
strength. That’s the only thing we can do.” 

They were in the wagon again. Not a word was said, but, as 
they jogged along the dusty road, Rosie milled over and over 
in her mind the problems that now faced them. 

“Never walk again!” The words rang dully in her ears. 
“Never walk again!” Her little boy, who had walked only so 
haltingly a day or two — so happy, proud and triumphant at his 
new feat, laughing aloud as he toddled across the kitchen a few 
times, and once out into the yard — a greater adventure than he 
would ever know again — now to creep and crawl, to be carried 
and wheeled about, all the years of childhood and youth, and 
into helpless age 3 her little boy, only last week so active and 
hearty, slowly to shrivel and twist into pitiful incompetency! 
They could care for him as long as they lived, but when they 
were gone what could he do? Sell pencils and shoestrings on 
the streets, as she had seen so many cripples do? Or beg — oh, 
God forbid that he should ever have to do that! He could 
hardly hold a county office, for Henry had no political influ- 
ence. They would try to give him an education, anyhow. Per- 
haps he would be able to get along. 

In the black and jumbled confusion of these disordered 
thoughts, her little brother’s death, years before, came back to 
her so clearly- She remembered how in his cruel suffering he 
had pulled handfuls of hair from his head, and how her mother 
had shouted with a fanatical joy when the chubby hands at last 
lay quiet at his side. Rosie had not understood it all. Even less 
could she understand, now, how her mother could have felt a 
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great religious j oy at such a time. Y et perhaps it might be better 
if her own boy could go like that} better that he should sleep 
beside little Albert under the elm tree, than be always a helpless 
and hopeless burden to himself and everyone else. Life like 
that, only half alive at best, seemed almost worse than death. 
And yet how tenaciously do such unhappy victims of the in- 
justice of things often cling to life — ^life, the last poor thing 
that can be given up! A glance down at the face of the sleeping 
child brought a flood of shame and remorse at the thoughts she 
had harbored. No, in her great mother’s heart, she could not 
give him up, so helpless, so dependent on her love, not while a 
shred of hope remained. The measure of his helplessness must 
always be the measure of her love. 

Faith in the goodness of God had been her mother’s comfort, 
but it was no help here. The God the preacher talked about, the 
God of goodness and kindness and justice, how could He visit 
such a sentence upon a mere baby, still innocent of any fault or 
wrong — the God who loved children? He could not do it. 
There would be no fairness in that. No man, not even the 
harshest man, not the meanest man, could ever do so unkindly. 
Yet the doctor had said her boy would never walk again. 

Little Joe slept peacefully in her lap, oblivious of the hot 
winds blowing his brown hair about his forehead, oblivious of 
the joggling of the wagon and the occasional slapping of the 
lines, unmindful of the occasional tears that fell upon his face. 
Vaguely, Rosie was at least thankful that he could not know 
what had been measured out to him. He would find out soon 
enough. When he wanted to run and play with the other chil- 
dren, then he would know. 

Her task, and Henry’s, was set. She had no wish to evade or 
shirk, but it seemed almost beyond her power to do it well. She 
could care for the other children, even when the dry years came} 
but here was an added burden of care and expense. There 
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would be a big doctor bill, at least, and perhaps it might be 
necessary to take Joe to a specialist somewhere. It was at least 
possible that a specialist might know more than Doctor Poole. 
They must not risk any chance that a crippled and helpless child 
should live to accuse them of neglect. 

A trip to Saint Joseph to see a doctor would cost several hun- 
dred dollars though j and there was no way of getting so much 
money this fall, with the corn searing in the wind, the pastures 
brown and dead, and the milk cows drying up day by day. 
There would be no more than enough for shoes and stockings, 
books and slates for the children in October, and some flannel 
to make underclothes. It would cost not less than three or four 
dollars each, for clothing alone, even when she made everything 
herself — ^by washing their underclothes while they were in bed, 
she could get along with one suit each for Laura and Billy and 
Alice. At least twelve dollars must be saved for clothing — ^the 
price of more than a hundred pounds of butter, at ten cents a 
pound 3 and the cows were producing only twelve pounds of but- 
ter a week. Eggs, there were only enough to eat, sparingly. 
Sugar and coffee they could do without, and new dresses and 
extravagances 3 but the barest essentials would take everything 
that could be scraped together. Then there would be medicines 
to be bought, and perhaps expensive appliances for Joe, even, if 
they did not take him away. 

Rosie was still engrossed in her calculations when the wagon 
rattled into the yard and stopped at the kitchen step. The baby 
awakened and looked inquiringly about, but did not move or 
cry. As Henry helped them down from the wagon, he spoke 
the first words since they had left the doctor’s office. 

‘‘Well, Rosie, we have a home for him, anyhow.” 

“Yes, it’s our own home; and he can be here as long as we 
are here,” and she carried the baby into the house. 

Every day for the next three weeks, Henry hitched up the 
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team, and Rosie took Joe to the doctor for treatment. And he 
did improve, slowly. First a finger moved a little, then a toe, 
then another finger or a wrist or elbow. Hopefully, anxiously, 
day by day, Rosie and Henry watched for each new sign of life. 
Even the children took great interest in watching the baby, and 
every evening, when Henry came in from the field, they had 
new discoveries to relate to him, of reviving strength and ac- 
tivity. This improvement continued for several months; and 
the little patient recovered the use of his arm and of one leg, 
but the other leg remained persistently useless. One night 
Rosie noticed one toe moving slightly. She awakened Henry to 
look at it, and together they spent an hour trying to get the 
child to repeat the movement. When they finally succeeded, 
they went to sleep more hopeful than they had been in months. 
For days they watched the little toe anxiously, and at first hope- 
fully; but there was no further improvement. 

They tried every kind of patent appliance that was suggested 
to them, tormented the child with electric currents and belts and 
harnesses until he cried at sight of such instruments of torture. 
The doctor gave them medicine for him, nasty, bitter medicine 
that ate his teeth to black stumps. For a while they were able 
to bribe him to take it, by giving him a spoonful of apple butter 
as a reward for each dose swallowed ; but finally, wiser than the 
doctor or his parents, he stubbornly refused to have more of the 
stuff. 

The next summer, although well again in most ways, he still 
could not walk. The doctor said he would probably never get 
any better, but Rosie and Henry always hoped that something 
might txxrn up that would do what the doctor could not do. 

One day a neighbor told them of a doctor in Saint Joseph 
who had performed wonderful cures — ^Doctor Bishop, a great 
specialist in all diseases of children. At this story, the hope that 
had sunk to embers flamed up once more, and Rosie and Henry 
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were again busy scheming to find the money to take Joe to Saint 
Joseph. 

It was a hard year, though, the most discouraging since grass- 
hopper years. Dry weather set in early. The wheat clung ten- 
aciously to life through April and May 5 but early in June, the 
chinch bugs invaded the fields, and in a few days the belea- 
guered stalks crumpled to the ground. Henry had hoped to 
mow it for cattle feed, if it did not make a crop worth harvest- 
ing, but it was completely ruined before he realized what was 
happening. From the wheat fields, the chinch bugs wandered 
over into the corn, already fired with the hot winds 5 and soon 
the stalks were dead and bare, and the dry leaves blowing about 
in the fields, or piling up along the fences and hedge rows. 

The garden wilted before it got a start. Hungry for greens 
in the spring, Rosie always planted lettuce in late March, but 
the lettuce wilted and diedj and second and third plantings 
fared no better. The potatoes and cucumbers and melons 
peeped out of the ground, and proceeded to curl up and die. 
Pastures were brown in June, and the cows roamed about, bawl- 
ing and breaching the fences — even the new barbed wire fences 
— ^wherever a missing staple offered an opening. Henry put 
pokes on several of the worst of them, but still they managed to 
get out of the pasture. 

Misfortunes came, “not single spies, but in battalions.” Billy, 
an awkward, overgrown boy of ten, liked to ride Big Joe, one of 
the big gray colts that had grown up on the farm 5 and one day 
his saddle pinched the animal and set him to bucking furiously. 
For a moment the boy stuck to his seat, but a sudden tremen- 
dous lurch of the great brute threw him high into the air. He 
landed flat on his back, and lay motionless as the horse ran 
back to the stable. The hired hand, who was working at the 
stable, saw the boy fall, and ran to his assistance; but when he 
stooped to lift him from the ground, and saw the blood ooze 
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from his mouth, he turned to call for help. Henry had seen it 
all too, though, and was already there. The two carried the 
limp body into the house, and laid him gently on the floor. At 
sight of the white face covered with blood, arras and legs dan- 
gling helplessly as they brought him in the door, Rosie herself 
crumpled to the floorj but she was soon revived by a dash of 
cold water from the dipper, and set to work bathing the boy’s 
face, and trying to get breathing started again, 

Henry suggested that he go for the doctor, but Rosie thought 
he would do better to stay at home and help her care for the 
boy. It seemed there was little a doctor could do anyhow. 
Hours later, consciousness returned to Billy, and the dark eyes 
spoke recognition to those about him 3 but it was hours more be- 
fore he was able to speak distinctly. That evening Henry de- 
cided to get him into bed, but when he tried to lift him, the boy 
cried out in such pain that he had to let him lie on the floor. 
With much cautious pulling and lifting, Henry and Rosie and 
the hired man managed to slip a heavy comfort under him, and 
then Henry threw a pillow down on the floor and slept beside 
him that night. Henry could always sleep so lightly that the 
slightest sound would awaken him. 

The next morning Billy’s face was deathly pale, his breath 
still came in short gasps, as if it hurt him to breathe deeply j and 
he moved only his arms and hands, as Rosie observed with more 
anxiety than she dared express, even to Henry. Feet and legs 
that did not move — she had seen such a condition once before! 
Henry managed to raise the boy’s head so that he could drink a 
cup of water, but Billy would eat nothing. Rosie sat beside him 
most of the day, while Henry and the hired hand were at work. 
She sat watching his labored breathing, his hands lying help- 
lessly on the comfort beside him, or pulling weakly at his sus- 
penders. Late in the afternoon, she saw him bend his knees, 
pull his feet up, and then straighten his legs again j and a load 
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of anxiety rolled ofF her mind. At any rate he would not be a 
helpless cripple. When Henry came in that evening Rosie 
thought Billy was better 5 and when Billy asked for something 
to eat, they knew he was better. After supper Henry and the 
hired man shifted him onto a wide board and carried him into 
the bedroom, where he soon began to mend. In a few days he 
was able to sit up in the rocker, and even walk about the house, 
and, in a few weeks he was strong enough to do his work again — 
the work of a man, at many tasks. 

Billy was still in bed when old Sam had to be killed — Sam 
who, with Frank, had pulled the breaking plow so many long 
miles in Iowa, had brought Henry in his lumber wagon along 
the rough roads and trails to Kansas in eighteen seventy-one, 
and two years later had brought Henry and Rosie out to their 
new home in Western Kansas. All that is loyal and faithful he 
had been, and now that he was too old to work, he had been al- 
lowed to wander about the place at will, enjoying an old age of 
leisure. This hard year, though, as the pasture dried up and 
the feed became scarcer, it seemed evident that Sam might have 
to go. Neither Rosie nor Henry dared to say it, as across the 
dinner table they talked over the critical problems of ways and 
means. Neither had the heart to suggest outright that they 
should kill the faithful brute 5 but when all of the horses began 
to grow thin, and Sam himself began to look gaunt and hungry, 
standing at the stable door much of the time, patiently suppli- 
cant for the doles of fodder and oats straw that were sometimes 
available there, then the problem took on a new aspect. Life 
was no boon to such a hungry and decrepit animal, tormented by 
the heat and flies, and they finally decided to kill him. Henry 
led him out to the field, tied a gunny sack over his eyes so he 
might not see, and killed him with an axe. That night supper 
was eaten in undisguised tears, and in almost reverent silence. 

There seemed no end to trouble and grief. A few days later. 
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Fanny, the family pet mare, was found dead in the cornfield. 
Too small for most heavy farm work, she had been the chil- 
dren’s pet, and was so kind and gentle that Rosie always knew 
that the children were safe if they had Fanny along. To let 
them mount her, she would lower her head to the ground so 
they could climb up by holding onto her manej and there 
seemed to be no limit to the number of children that could ride 
her safely at once. Fanny had been sick all summer, and like 
Sam had been given the freedom of the premises, no one paying 
much attention to her as she wandered about, up to the water 
trough and back to the field — ^wherever she wanted to go. On a 
scorching day in August, one of the children said that he had 
not seen Fanny for several days. No one had seen her, although 
no one had thought of it before, and Henry started out to search 
for her. He found her down in the cornfield, where she had 
died several days before, after beating down the corn stalks 
about her, in vain efforts to get upon her feet. The faithful 
animal, who had never for a moment neglected any of the chil- 
dren given over to her care, had been forgotten for days by all 
of them, in her final distress, in the heat of those August days, 
without feed or water or care. 

Rosie was sick with pleurisy that summer, and was expecting 
another baby in August. Her stomach bothered her a great deal 
because she had no vegetables or greens to eat — ^not even let- 
tuce, which she almost always had in her garden. 

One day Martha Hunker brought her a basket of lettuce. 
Martha lived down on the river, about a mile away; but when 
she heard of Rosie’s condition she picked all the lettuce she 
could find in her garden and walked over with it. On the way 
over, she found the creek impassable from a rain up north, and 
had to go two miles out of the way to find a crossing; but she 
brought the lettuce just the same. Martha was no Venus. She 
always pinned her scanty hair in a little knot on the back of her 
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head, pulling it so tight that it hurt one to look at her j but she 
was the kind that would walk four or five miles to bring you 
lettuce. 

Rosie feared that she might not have the strength to pull 
through the ordeal. In spite of her illness, she had managed to 
make up a lot of clothes for the children 5 and one day she took 
Laura, aged twelve now, into the bedroom, where the clothes 
were laid out in eight neat piles — one pile for each of the chil- 
dren. 

“Laura, I don’t know how I’ll get along,” she said, “but if 
anything should happen, here are the clothes for the children. 
They ought to last them most of the winter, if the children are 
careful. I hope everything will be all right 5 but if not, you will 
just have to take hold and do the best you can. You have always 
been good to do that. It may be you won’t need any of those” — 
she pointed to a pile of white baby clothes — “but if anything 
should happen to me, and the baby is all right, you might need 
them.” 

A few days later, a terrible thunder and rain storm came to 
break the long drouth j and in the midst of the thunder and the 
lightning and wind and rain, the baby was born. In the long- 
drawn pain of her labour, Rosie could not help recalling the 
birth of her youngest brother many years before j when her 
mother, sick with typhoid fever, had several times given up 
hope, and had called the children to her bedside to bid them 
good bye. Yet her mother had come through her ordeal safely j 
and with Rosie “Everything was all right,” finally j and Laura 
did not need to assume her responsibilities. The baby, a healthy, 
saucy little girl, was not unwelcome, in spite of the cares already 
piled high. Rosie grimly declared that more babies were not 
what was most needed, but she would “make the best of it and 
manage somehow.” And with two babies on her hands — ^Joe 
was still helpless — she “made the best of it,” worked a little 



l80 SOD AND STUBBLE 

harder, a little earlier in the morning, and a little later at night. 
Laura and Alice were getting old enough to help more — one o£ 
them usually took care of the baby and of Joe. Billy now took 
the place of a hired hand at many tasks, and even Danny, at 
seven, was old enough to hoe corn, help feed the calves, herd 
cattle, and get in the wood and cobs. 

The rain brought the grass out fresh and green again, and 
the cattle had pasture for the rest of the summery but there was 
only an old straw stack to carry them through the winter. It was 
clear that it would be necessary to buy feed, if any could be 
found in the neighborhood. Milk was a maj or part of the food 
supply of the family. Butter had to be sold to buy the essential 
clothing of the family, yet it was sometimes eaten sparingly, too. 
So the cows provided much of the family living, and it seemed 
suicidal to sell any of them now, when they were so cheap. 
Henry and Rosie decided that it would be better to buy feed for 
them, if they could borrow the money somewhere. 



CHAPTER XXII 


Is/Lore Hard Years and Hard Problems 

In all the worry about the general family finances, the trip 
to Saint Joseph was not forgotten. It was a bitter disappoint- 
ment that this year, of all years, when there was so imperative a 
need for money, their work should be so barren of reward; but 
Rosie was determined that somehow the money must and should 
be raised. About three hundred dollars would be needed. 

Rosie first wrote her father. His reply was that he had no 
money to spare, but that he would borrow it for her if she could 
not get it otherwise, and would gladly help her if she wished him 
to do so. 

“I guess we can borrow it here as well as in Holton,” she said 
to Henry when she read the letter. 

Henry next went to see John Wise. John got a pension from 
the government, and usually had money to lend, but this year 
the drouth had struck him too, and he had no money to spare. 
Finally Henry went to a money lender in town, and found he 
could get three hundred dollars, at fifteen per cent interest, by 
putting a mortgage on the farm. It seemed a high rate of inter- 
est, so he drove on to Cawker City to see if he could find someone 
there who would lend on better terms; but, after a whole day of 
discouraging interviews, he gave up and drove back home. 

It was dark when his wagon rattled into the yard. Rosie was 
in bed with the sore feet that had troubled her all summer. Her 
bed had been moved into the kitchen, in order that she might 
better direct the work, and help as much as she could. Henry 
finished the chores before he came in; and when he entered, 
Rosie was sitting up in bed, with the lamp burning low on the 
table, where Laura had put some bread and butter and clabbered 
milk and sugar for his supper- 
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“You’re terribly late, Henry. Where in the world have you 
been?” she asked. 

“To Cawker,” he answered, as he poured a dipperful of water 
into the wash basin. He plunged his face into the cool water, 
then dried his face and hands, and combed his hair and beard 
with his usual care before he turned to say more. “1 was all over 
town, and Cawker too 5 but nobody seems to have any money.” 

^‘Couldn’t you get any at all?” asked Rosie. 

“Oh, yes. At fifteen per cent.” 

“Fifteen percent?” 

^With a mortgage.” 

“A mortgage on the home here?” 

“On both places, and the interest taken out at the beginning.” 

“You mean forty-five dollars taken out — and leave us only 
two hundred and fifty-five dollars?” Rosie’s voice rose in in- 
dignant remonstrance. 

“He won’t lend any other way, and he says he can keep all 
his money out at fifteen per cent.” 

“Armstrong?” 

“Yes.” 

“He won’t take twelve per cent? Surely that’s enough ! ” 

“No. I don’t think so.” 

Henry sat down to the table and ate in silence, while Rosie 
pondered over the harsh terms that had been offered, with a 
look that curiously combined hopeless dejection and grim de- 
termination. Henry had almost finished his supper when she 
first spoke. 

“It’s no use. We can’t do it.” There was a decisive ring in 
her voice that made Henry turn from his bowl of milk. ^‘You 
can’t make fifteen percent,” she continued. “Twelve per cent is 
hard enough. It’s all you can make. How father and mother 
and all of us worked to meet the payments, that terrible year at 
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Holton! And, it nearly took all we had, too, when the cows got 
the black leg. You can’t do it.” 

“No, I guess not, unless you have reasonably good luck.” 

“And you never have good luck. It’s always bad luck. Any- 
how, that’s what you have to figure on. If it isn’t hot winds, it’s 
chinch bugs, or grasshoppers, or black leg, or cholera, or distem- 
per, or something you didn’t expect. Interest is a terrible thing 
anyhow, a terrible thing, the way it eats and eats, due twice as 
often as it ought to be, and always at the hardest time. I never 
saw interest come due when it was easy to pay, never.” 

“No. I guess that’s right. Rachowitz’s mortgage was only 
four hundred, and now they’re gone.” 

“Yes, and I remember how she cried when she told me they 
would have to give up their home. And if they had kept it a 
year longer, the next crop would have paid the whole mort- 
gage.” 

Henry pulled ofiF his boots and set them behind the stove. “I 
wish we could have seen Doctor Bishop though,” he said. “It 
might possibly be tha he could do something.” 

“If I thought he really could! But fifteen per cent is too 
much. If we can’t get the money for less, we will just have to 
sell a few of the cattle, and depend on Poole for Joe. Mortgage 
the place, and then lose it — ^that wouldn’t be any way to help 
Joe.” Rosie turned to look at Joe, who was asleep on the bed 
beside her, his face so innocent and untroubled, even almost 
smiling, one hand holding the doll she had made for him, of a 
worn-out sock. 

“It would just be taking a chance.” Henry sat for a long 
while looking down at his bare feetj and then he arose, wound 
the clock, and started to the bedroom. As he reached the door 
he stopped. 

“Can I get anything for you?” he asked. 
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“No, unless you could put a cup of water and a couple of clean 
diapers on this chair for the children, if they wake up.” 

Henry slipped his boots on and went out to the well for fresh 
water. A cool breeze blew up from the south field, and the full 
moon poured down a flood of light that covered the parched and 
blasted fields and pasture with a deceiving charity. He stood for 
a moment with his hand on the well rope, listening to the dis- 
tant faint rustle of dried corn leaves in the field behind the 
stable, and the sighing of the wind through the cottonwoods, 
vaguely contrasting the peace of the night with the perturbation 
of his own troubled mind. He drew a bucket of water, and as 
he saw the fresh coolness splash over the edge he was tempted 
to tip the bucket and drink. Then he poured the water into the 
barrel, drew another bucket, dipped out a cupful, and went back 
to the house. 

“Perhaps we ought to go ahead anyhow, Henry,” said Rosie, 
as he set the water down on a chair by her bed. All the stubborn- 
ness was gone from her voice, and it was the mother who spoke. 
“■‘Surely we can manage somehow, if it’s what we ought to do.” 

Henry stood looking down at her, and at the babies sleeping 
beside her. 

“When could you get the money?” 

“Any time.” 

“Tomorrow?” 

“I suppose so.” 

“Then perhaps you better do that tomorrow morning. If we 
are to take Joe away, the sooner the better.” 

“All right, Rosie. Fll see to it in the morning. Good night.” 
He stooped and kissed her gently, turned out the light, and 
walked slowly into the bedroom. 

“Good night,” and Rosie was left with her thoughts and plans 
and hopes and forebodings. 

Since Rosie could not get around at all, Henry had to bring 
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Armstrong out next morning to get her signature to the mort- 
gage. When he ushered him into the kitchen, Rosie was sitting 
up in bed, paring potatoes, with the baby and Joe on either side 
of her as usual. She pushed the pan of potatoes down toward the 
foot of the bed, wiped her hands on a dish cloth, and greeted 
the capitalist with scarcely concealed hostility. When the papers 
were handed to her, she signed them with a resolute mouth, but 
with tears coursing down her cheeks. 

So they had the money. Aunt Kate Winters helped to make 
some little dresses for Joe 5 and a few days later, Henry took 
him to Saint Joseph. 

Henry and Rosie did not know, could not know, that the fa- 
mous doctor was only a heartless charlatan, who waxed fat prey- 
ing on the ills of Ignorant and unfortunate people; that they 
might better have thrown their precious money into the well. 
And of course they could not know that no doctor, however wise 
and skilled, could ever help their child. 

The doctor prescribed more nauseating medicines and elec- 
trical tortures, charged seventy-five dollars for his services, and 
sent Henry back home. For months Henry and Rosie adminis- 
tered the vile medicines faithfully, at first hopeful, but gradu- 
ally less and less sanguine, until in the spring they saw that the 
treatment was worse than useless, and stopped it. 

Unable to walk, Joe was soon crawling ever5rwhere — out in 
the yard and in the plum thicket, where he made valiant but 
futile efforts to catch the chickens, and even out to the stable, 
where he sometimes found his way into the stalls where the 
horses were tied. Laura cared for him much of the time; but 
when Laiua was at school, Rosie had to watch over him as best 
she could. She worried whenever he ventured out of sight; and 
it was one of her chores to go out and find him once in a while, 
bring him in and give him a bath and clean clothes, for he soon 
soiled his clothes terribly. It was hardest of all for Rosie to see 
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Joe hurrying out to meet Henry when Henry came home from 
town. Henry usually brought candy, and when the rattle of his 
wagon was heard beyond the cottonwood grove, the children 
always staged a grand race to see which one could get to him 
first, with Joe in the rear, churning up the dust as he scrambled 
along. Sometimes Rosie would run out and pick him up, and 
race to the wagon with him, to see that he got his share of the 
candy — or, more likely, a little more than his share. 

A few years later Joe learned to hobble about a little, but he 
never was able to walk well. 

Among the hardest problems during these lean years was the 
problem of providing for the festival days, Christmas and Eas- 
ter and the “Twenty-seventh”. The “Twenty-seventh” of July 
was the birthday of the new town, entirely surpassing the Fourth 
in importance. 

Easter was not a difficult problem. Eggs Rosie usually had, 
which she dyed by boiling them with onion and walnut shells. 
Cookie rabbits were easy to bake, and she had to buy only some 
cheap candy, and perhaps a few apples. In later years, Rosie 
once bought some bananas for Easter — a treat that the children 
talked about for days afterward, discussing with each other the 
best way to eat the new fruit to get the most taste out of it. The 
children looked forward to Easter anxiously^ and when that 
happy morning dawned, and they had all been washed and 
combed and dressed up in their Sunday clothes, they were al- 
lowed to go out and hunt for their plates of rabbit eggs and 
goodies. These were usually hidden in the grass or in the plum 
thicket, or even as far away as the straw stack; but once in a 
while, when it was raining, the plates had to be hidden about the 
house somewhere. It was something of a problem to insure the 
smaller children a fair chance in the hunt; and, as the family 
grew larger, Rosie had them form in line, Billy leading with 
the smallest child on his shoulder, the next smallest just behind. 
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and the rest trailing along according to size. Someone usually 
hauled Joe in the little wagon. Thus in military fashion they 
marched about the premises until someone spied the hidden 
treasures; or if they failed, they would come back to the house 
and ask Rosie or Henry where they thought the eggs might be 
hidden. Somehow Rosie and Henry usually seemed able to give 
them good suggestions. 

The Twenty-seventh celebration was a harder problem, be- 
cause the children had to have a little money to spend for lem- 
onade and candy, and in later years, for rides on the merry-go- 
round. Each year the financing of the celebration became more 
difiicult, as the children grew older and more numerous. 

Christmas was always a festive season for the children, with 
its preparatory popcorn stringing, singing practice and learning 
of “pieces”, and with the final glittering glory of the candle- 
studded Christmas tree at the little schoolhouse where church 
services were held. For Rosie it was an occasion to worry about 
for weeks ahead. She had to get a few goodies for the children, 
whatever the cost; and always had to make a fair contribution 
to the Sunday school Christmas tree. Rosie had never seen a 
Christmas tree in her own childhood, and she wanted her chil- 
dren to fare better than she had. Then she sometimes ex- 
changed gifts with a few of the neighbors. One year Rosie 
wanted to get something for Mary Bartsch, and had no money 
to buy it with, so she gave Mary a dressed chicken. For her 
contribution to the Christmas tree fund, she gave the due bills 
she got at the store for butter and eggs. The stores did not pay 
cash. 

Once, when the Christmas program was held at Chris 
Bartsch’s home, Rosie noticed three little guns hanging on the 
tree, and made out the names of two neighbor boys, Frankie 
Graeber and Johnny Wise, on two of them. Billy, aged five, had 
wanted a gun, had talked of nothing else for weeks before 
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Christmas, and had written several letters to Santa Claus asking 
for a gun — for a gun and nothing else. As he sat there with a 
group of other boys, Rosie saw him eyeing the little toys hun- 
grily. Through all the tedious preliminary declamations and 
songs, the poor boy sat with his eyes riveted on those gunsj and 
when the superintendent began distributing the presents, Rosie 
found herself staring almost as anxiously as her boy did, hoping 
that he would get one of them. If he did not — she hated to 
think what a Christmas it would be for him. Billy and Frank 
Graeber and Johnnie Wise were about the same age — it seemed 
likely that the third gun might be for Billy, yet there were sev- 
eral other boys not much younger. Oh, she would have given 
her due bills for a month to have a gun there for him! 

The superintendent reached for one of them. “Frankie 
Graeber!”, he called out, and handed it down to Frankie, who 
reached for it with face beaming with happiness. ^‘Johnnie 
Wise” was next! Billy’s eyes almost started from their sockets, 
and Rosie could see him twisting about in his seat. Only one gun 
left. The superintendent took it down, and scrutinized the name 
for a minute — no, it was an age. Billy’s hands were already 
outstretched for it when the man sang out “Billy Ise.” Blessed 
words! Blessed Chris Bartsch, who had put it on the tree! If 
he had never done another kindly act in his life — and he did a 
million such things — ^Rosie would always have remembered him 
gratefully. 

Occasionally the embarrassment would come in another way. 
Once Rosie had some apples in the cellar, a few of the larger of 
which she had set aside for use at Christmas. One day when 
visitors came, she asked Laura to go down and get some apples, 
explaining carefully that she must get the smaller ones. Laura 
soon came up with the dutiful report to all that she had “got the 
very smallest she could find.” 

On another occasion, when the preacher came unexpectedly 
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for dinner, Rosie privately cautioned the younger boys not to 
take more than one cookie each, as there were only enough 
cookies to go around. When the cookies were passed at the din- 
ner table later, the preacher took two. Danny was watching the 
plate very intently as it went around, and, when he saw the 
preacher take more than his allotment, he could not restrain him- 
self. “Ma,” he roared, “he’s takin’ two at a whack!” 

With all the meagerness and hardship of the times, there was 
always much to lend interest to the lives of the children. Each 
year there were two or three little colts for pets, and little pigs 
and calves and chickens 5 and almost every year there was a lit- 
tle baby — ^live pets that the toy makers have never been able to 
equal. Usually the children had one or two prairie dogs around 
too, but some town folk came along one evening when most of 
the family were gone, and traded one of the little children a 
marble for two little dogs. It was several years before they 
found others small enough to tame. 

The children made play houses in the corn shocks, or some- 
times made them of sunflowers. Once they made a little dugout 
in the yard, where they had merry times for a few weeks. It 
was large enough so they could all get in, by crowding a little, 
and deep enough so they could stand up. It had a little fireplace 
in the side, where they roasted onions, and occasionally tried to 
boil eggs. It seemed a wonderful play house, for a few weeks, 
but when the heavy rains came the walls crumbled, and the 
children had to abandon it. 

Most of their playthings they made themselves — stilts, corn 
stalk fiddles, sunflower spears or javelins, bows and arrows, 
shingle darts, whistles from maple or willow twigs, yarn balls 
from outworn socks, buzzers — small flat pieces of wood on the 
end of strings, which made a buzzing sound when swung around 
rapidly — ^button buzzers made by running a string through a big 
button, corncobs with a heavy nail in one end and a couple of 
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feathers in the other, which made it revolve when thrown, 
teeter-totters, rope swings, and merry-go-rounds made with a 
plank on a tree stump. Sometimes when Henry was not about, 
they would slide down the granary roof — ^Danny once broke 
his knee-cap at this business. One Sunday when the neighbor 
boys came to visit, the boys played “butcher” — erected a little 
derrick and butchered the mice they caught in the granary. 
Playing in the wheat bins was always great fun, since it could 
be combined with the somewhat hazardous sport of catching 
mice. Sliding and rolling down the straw stacks was sometimes 
indulged in, despite the beards and chaff 5 and the older children 
often went swimming. 

Most of the children enjoyed reading, as they grew older. 
There were not many books in the house, but these were read 
and re-read, over and over again. Henry bought two big illus- 
trated books from peddlers — “Columbus and Columbia,” and 
“Footprints of the World’s History” — and these were in con- 
stant use for a while. The children had various pacts and treat- 
ies and agreements as to who should have them at different 
times. 

The older children sometimes amused the younger ones by 
singing or reading to them, or by telling stories. “Poor Babes in 
the Woods” was the favorite song, and “The Lone Swan” the 
story they most enjoyed. One or the other was always demanded 
by the little children, when they had been put to bed. While 
they listened, they would cry briny tears at the sad fate of the 
babes, or the lone swan — no matter how many times they had 
heard it before — and then they would fall asleep, happy and 
contented. 

During the tree-climbing years of childhood, the children 
played a great deal in the trees, especially in the “seat tree” — a 
maple with sprawling branches that afforded a seat for each of 
them. On summer evenings, when the chores were done, they 
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lid climb up into the tree, take their respective seats, and 
j, or more likely, stage a contest to see which could yell the 
dest. The first evening they engaged in this pastime, Henry 
le running out to see who had been hurt j but he did not scold 
ut it when he found they were just shouting in fun. 

The Sunday school picnic became an important event a few 
rs after Rosie came, and the children rated it right along with 
iter and Christmas. For Rosie it meant a tremendous amount 
7ork, and even some expense, especially in later years, when 
in clothes had to be provided for so many children, and a 
sle tub-full of chicken, pie, cake and other delicacies had to 
Drovided for the dinner. More than once Rosie worked far 
C twelve on the night before, sewing and patching, wash- 
and ironing and baking, so that everything would be ready 
he morning j and the next morning she was up before day- 
ik, as all of the children were too. On this festive occasion 
-e was no difficulty getting them out of bed j and while they 
the chores, Rosie packed the various delicacies into the tub, 
laid out the clothes for all of them, so that they could dress 
Jdy. Everyone worked fast, with no quarrel as to who should 
k the ‘‘toughest” cowsj and at eight o’clock the wagon stood 
he gate, ready to be loaded with provisions, swing rope and 
rd, sack of corn for the horses, and last of all with children, 
) sat on board seats behind Henry and Rosie. Henry clucked 
he horses, and they drove off, everyone in very good humor, 
rhe picnic was always held in Chris Bartsch’s grove, up on 
elve-Mile Creek, where there was shade, and where there 
e trees high enough to serve for swings. At nine or ten 
ock the wagons began to roll down into the grove. One of 
men always brought lumber for the seats and tables, an- 
2 r brought ice, another brought the church organ, another a 
'el of water, several brought swing ropes, and almost all 
light tubs or clothes baskets bulging with good things to 
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eat. Everyone was very busy for a while, the men making plank 
seats, the women spreading table cloths on the long plank table, 
the boys hanging swings in the tallest trees. The woods echoed 
with the strokes of the hammers and the shouts of the children. 

At eleven, the Sunday school superintendent rang a bell, 
and all the people came in to the seats, the children from their 
swings and games, the men and women from their various 
tasks 5 and the services began. There was singing by some of 
the classes, by the entire congregation, and sometimes by a se- 
lected quartette. There were dialogues and pieces by some of 
the children — ^not by the bad little children who neglected their 
Sunday school classes, and went fishing on Sundays, but by the 
good little children who came every Sunday and learned their 
pieces conscientiously. Then the preacher or the Sunday school 
superintendent made a talk that always seemed too long, but 
doubtless had a chastening and uplifting influence on the chil- 
dren, whose eyes and minds were wandering surreptitiously 
over to the long table standing near. Finally, the inevitable 
collection was taken j and with another song by all the congre- 
gation — the singing sounded strangely beautiful out in the 
timber — and with a final prayer that no one really heard, the 
tedious preliminaries were over. The real business of the day 
was then undertaken. On several occasions, it was discovered 
when the services were over that smart Alecks from town had 
sneaked into the wagons, which were left some distance away, 
and had stolen food, not only taking what they wanted to eat, 
but throwing biscuits and pieces of chicken about on the grass. 

At last came the dinner: many kinds of cakes and pies, 
chicken, cold ham and beef, potato salad — of little interest to 
the children — ^pickled eggs, bread and butter and jelly for the 
elder folk. Perhaps never did the smaller boys so keenly regret 
:heir limitations j but they performed heroic feats of gastron- 
omy, washing down their cake and pie with lemonade from the 
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barrel. When the children and men had eaten, the women, 
who had been waiting on them, sat down to the second table. 

After dinner, the women cleared the table while the men sat 
around, talking about the weather and the crops, and even oc- 
casionally about politics 5 and the young folk went back to their 
swings, which were kept going all afternoon. The prettiest 
girls usually got more than their share of swinging, but favors 
were distributed with some justice j and even the older women 
were sometimes given a swing. Some of the younger boys 
wandered down to the creek, where they caught minnows and 
tadpoles, and got their clean clothes gloriously soiled. In a 
later decadent age the boys played base ball, but for some years 
this was not thought quite proper. By four or five o’clock usu- 
ally, the lemonade was gone, and the picnic was over. The 
horses were then hitched to the wagons, which were loaded 
with empty tubs and baskets and tired children, and rattled out 
of the grove and on toward home — ^where the milking and 
other chores waited to be done. The chores out of the way, 
the boys spent the evening describing and discussing the va- 
rious delectable cakes and pies they had sampled at the dinner, 
while the girls made a critical appraisal of the quantity and 
quality of the contributions of each of the neighbors. For a 
week afterward the children were busy scratching, and doping 
their chigger bites with salty butter j but they had had their 
day, and the next summer they were happy when the time 
approached for another picnic. 



CHAPTER XXIII 


Henry Buys a Windmill, and Sells Some Cattle 

X HE winter of eighteen eighty-seven and eighty-eight was 
a cruel winter — the winter after May was born — thirty below 
zero in January. Some of the neighbors lost cattle from cold 
and starvation, but Henry had good shelter, and enough feed 
to keep his livestock in fair condition. Night after night, Rosie 
and the children had to catch the chickens that roosted in the 
trees and throw them into the chicken coop. Every night Rosie 
carried live coals into the cellar to prevent the vegetables from 
freezing, and put hot bricks in the children’s beds. In March 
there was enough pleasant weather to tempt the box elder leaves 
out, and to bring birds back from the south. Then, on March 
the nineteenth, a raging blizzard rode in from the north j and 
when spring finally came, the children found quails, robins, 
snow birds and meadow larks frozen to death along the hedge 
rows. 

The interest on the mortgage ran on, and there was no money 
to pay on the principal that year. Henry often thought of a bit 
of doggerel that was widely printed at the time: 

A chattel mortgage in the West 
Is like a cancer on your breast. 

It slowly takes your life away, 

And eats your vitals day by day. 

A cloud by day, a fire by night. 

It keeps him in a dreadful plight j 
And haunts him in his dreams and sleep. 

While salt tears trickle down his cheek. 


194 



HENRY BUYS A WINDMILL, SELLS SOME CATTLE 195 

The sorghum lapper, tired and poor, 

Sees “Bank” in gold above the door. 

And when the threshold once is crossed, 

The trap is sprung — ^the lapper’s lost. 

His team, his grain, his cow, his hog, 

Hk bed and breeches, wife and dog, 

U|3on the altar of three-per-cent are tossed. 

Time rolls on and all is lost. 

But Henry borrowed a hundred more in August to buy 
a windmill. One hot, still day, when he had gone to town, 
Rosie was drawing water for the cattle. The thirsty animals 
crowded around the trough, fighting the tormenting clouds 
of flies, the “boss” cows horning the others against the trough 
and fence. Rosie was almost in despair. Pull as she would, 
she could only keep the bottom of the trough wet. As she 
struggled with rope and bucket, along came John Wise in 
his buggy. 

“Hello, Rosie,” he called out, as he drove up to the well. 
John always liked Henry and Rosie, and there was un- 
feigned friendliness in his greeting. “I’m afraid you have a 
steady job there.” 

“Oh!” Rosie turned with her hand on the well rope. 
“I’m afraid so. They seem to drink as fast as I can draw — 
and get thirsty doing it. But put your horse in the stable. 
Henry will be home, and I’ll soon be done here, and we’ll 
have dinner.” 

She turned to her task, but he stopped her. 

“You go on to your dinner. I’ll finish this when I put 
up my horse.” 

Rosie went to the house, picking up an armful of wood on 
the way 3 and presently, through the kitchen door, saw John 
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pulling Up bucket after bucket of water, which splashed re- 
freshingly as he poured it into the lead trough. 

A half hour later, as the last of the cattle turned away from 
the trough and started down to the pasture, Henry drove 
inj and he and John soon came up to the house for dinner. 

“Henry, you ought to have a windmill,” said John, as 
they seated themselves at the table. “You have too many 
cattle to be drawing water by hand.” 

^^Yes, I guess so — ^but the way things look now we’ll soon 
be lucky to have any cattle to draw water for.” 

“^Hoo much work! Too much work, Henry! You can’t 
aflFord to draw water. I’ll let you have a hundred dollars if 
you want it, as long as you want it. Pottsburg will put you 
up a windmill for a hundred dollars — a Dempster, and it’s 
a good windmill.” 

“That’s good of you, anyhow, John. What do you think, 
Rosie?” 

“Oh, it would be fine, if it would really pay. Sometimes 
we draw water when we wouldn’t be doing anything else 
that counts 5 but sometimes the hired hand does it, and that 
costs money, right out of our pockets. We wouldn’t need 
to hire so much, would we, if we had a windmill?” 

Henry had not thought much of this angle of the problem, 
but he agreed it was so. 

Rosie’s eyes lighted up with genuine enthusiasm as she 
saw a possibility of release from the chore of drawing water 
— ^release that could be justified financially. 

“And if we didn’t have to hire so much,” she continued, 
“we wouldn’t need to spend quite so much for sugar and 
cofiFee and stuff. We always have to cook more when we 
have a hand. Just how would all that balance up?” 

Rosie got a pencil and piece of paper, and with Henry’s 
expert help made some rough calculations of interest and 
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principal, against savings in labor and food 5 and she was 
finally convinced that the windmill would at least be no 
extravagance. 

When John Wise left, after dinner, he carried in his wal- 
let Henry’s note for a hundred dollars, at eight per centj 
and soon afterward a new wooden windmill wheel was whirl- 
ing in the hot south wind. 

There was a little wheat the next summer, but it took all 
of the wheat money to pay Doctor Poole, and corn was again 
a total failure. The dry weather in August and September 
cut the fall pastures short, and left the stock with little for 
the winter. The ground was too hard to plow, so Henry 
planted little wheat, and there was not much fall wheat pasture. 
In November it was clear that he would have to sell some of the 
cows or buy feed again. This time there was no difficulty in de- 
ciding which it must be. There was no possibility of raising 
more money to buy feed with. Some of the cows would have to 
be soldj and the sale turned out to be a domestic tragedy that 
would never be quite forgotten. 

Among the milk cows was one named Lizzie, that the 
girls, Laura and Alice, loved as one of the family. She was 
so friendly and gentle, and followed them about in the cor- 
ral almost like a faithful dog. At milking time they would 
sometimes pull up fresh weeds and throw them over the 
fence for her, or try to filch some special contribution from 
the stable or hay stack. 

The cattle buyer came out while the children were at 
school, and, as Lizzie was a fat young heifer, she was one of 
those selected. Henry had a vague idea of her place in the 
family affections j but when the buyer picked her out, and 
offered him eleven dollars for her, Henry thoughtlessly ac- 
cepted, and Lizzie was driven to town with the rest of the 
cows. 
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That evening, when the girls went out to do the milking, 
no Lizzie came up to the gate to meet them. They looked 
everywhere in the corral and in the stable, but could find no 
trace of her. Suddenly a cruel suspicion flashed across Laura’s 
mind. 

“Could Papa have sold her? I heard him talking about 
selling some cows yesterday.” 

Alice stood speechless at the thought. “He wouldn’t do 
it!” she exclaimed. “He surely wouldn’t sell Lizzie. She 
must be lost in the corn stalks.” 

“No, she isn’t in the corn stalks. Look down there. Don’t 
you see she’s not there?” Certainly nothing as big as a cow 
could hide in the stunted corn stalks that grew in the field 
that year. 

“She must be somewhere, because Papa wouldn’t sell her 
without telling usj and he wouldn’t sell her anyhow, when 
there are plenty of other cows to sell.” 

“I wonder whose cows those were that went by the school- 
house this morning.” Laura hinted, looking darkly at her 
younger sister. “You heard the man hollering and cracking 
his whip during our arithmetic class, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, but I couldn’t see out. It couldn’t have been Lizzie 
because — ^because you wouldn’t need to whip Lizzie.” Tears 
came to Alice’s eyes at the thought that anyone might have 
whipped her pet. “Surely Papa wouldn’t sell her without 
telling us.” 

“Well, we might as well milk the rest, anyhow,” said 
Laura, as she started off with her bucket and milk stool. 
Alice could think of no words adequate to her feelings, and 
she picked her milk stool off the fence and started over to 
the nearest cow. She felt a fathomless grief and despair at 
the thought that she could not begin with Lizzie, but she 
dutifully milked her other cows. 
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With red eyes and tear-stained faces, the two girls came 
in to supper an hour later, afraid even to ask about Lizzie, 
for fear that their worst forebodings might prove justified. 
They tasted little of their supper, and flew out of the room 
when Rosie asked them why. Innocent of the cause for such 
strange behavior, Rosie took a lamp and followed them, and 
found them upstairs in their room. They looked at her as 
she entered, a bit shamefaced at their own grief, but hurt 
and rebellious and defiant. 

“What in the world’s the matter, girls?” she asked kindly. 

For a moment the girls said nothing, but looked tearfully 
at each other and then at her. It was Alice who finally spoke: 

“Why did you, why did Papa or anyone go and sell Liz- 
zie? She isn’t in the lot, or anywhere!” Her voice trembled, 
and she stopped and hid her face in her hands. 

“Oh my dear girls, we had to sell something, don’t you 
know?” Rosie felt keenly the weakness of her explanation, 
but she thought that she must say something. 

“But you didn’t have to sell Lizzie,” cried Laura. “There 
were plenty of other cowsj and she was our cow, that we al- 
ways milked.” 

“Surely Papa didn’t know you cared so much about her. 
He didn’t think about it. It’s too bad.” Rosie placed the lamp 
on the box that served as a dresser, and sat down on the bed 
beside them. 

“Can’t Papa go and get her back?” There was a touch of 
hope in the grief with which Alice spoke, and her great dark 
eyes looked out at her mother. 

“I’m afraid not.” 

“Why?” asked both girls in a breath. 

“That man bought them to take them to Kansas City.” 

This brought a fresh outbreak of grief. Laura had a dark 
suspicion that Lizzie had been taken to Kansas City for no 
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good purpose. She had heard men talk of taking cattle there, 
as if it were a place where cattle disappeared. Alice wept at 
the thought that there would be no one in Kansas City to 
milk the pet she cared so much for. 

Rosie id her best to comfort them, but it was all of no 
avail. All her explanations brought only fresh outbreaks of 
grief, and she finally left them and went back to her work. 
She washed and wiped the dishes herself that night, for she 
had not the heart to call the girls back to their tasks. 

With a keen appreciation of the grief his sale of cattle had 
caused, Henry had little zest for the job of selling other 
stock; but the next day he loaded his hogs into a wagon and 
took them to town. They brought three dollars a hundred 
— enough altogether to pay the interest on the mortgage, pay 
the note to John Wise, and buy some fodder for the cows, 
and oats for the horses. Some of the blood money from the 
sale of the cows was used to buy an innovation for corn plant- 
ing called a “lister,” and forty dollars was spent to rid the 
pasture of prairie dogs again. This time a man killed them 
by throwing a ball of cotton saturated in carbon-disulphide 
down the holes. 

With some of the rest of the money, Rosie bought several 
rolls of cloth from an itinerant pack peddler, she and Lizzie 
Graeber each taking half of the pack. It looked like a bar- 
gain, but Rosie soon regretted her purchase, for the cloth 
was mostly cheap shoddy, and she had to work much of the 
winter sewing the stuff into coats and trousers for Henry and 
the boys. Lizzie Graeber was even more helpless with her 
half of the pack, and, after making George a pair of trousers, 
she cut the rest into pieces to wrap aroxmd the children’s 
heads. 

In all the poverty and pessimism of these hard years, the 
spirit of adventure and enterprise in the community did not 
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die. In the very depth of the depression of ’eighty-seven, 
Downs voted thirty thousand dollars in bonds to build a 
water works system, with a water tower nearly a hundred 
feet high — for years the “wonder” of the town. A company 
was organized to build an “opera house,” to cost ten thousand 
dollars, and the Downs Mining Company, with twenty- 
seven thousand dollars “capital,” leased two thousand acres 
of land, and began a search for coal, oil and gas — or perhaps 
the real search was for the savings of innocent investors. 
The next year, at a meeting of the Downs Board of Trade, 
citizens were invited to join the Northern Kansas Immigra- 
tion Association, for the purpose of advertising Northern Kan- 
sas and promoting immigration — as if the drouth were not 
advertising the state sufficiently. Growing interest in the pos- 
sibility of irrigation in Kansas seemed more to the point. 
Rain making was debated too, the favorite scheme being to 
explode large quantities of powder, perhaps from a balloon 
,high up in the sky. Someone asserted that battles were usu- 
ally followed by rain, and from this concluded that explo- 
sions of powder would bring the right atmospheric condi- 
tions for rainfall. 

With a grant of ten thousand dollars, Stockton secured a 
Congregational Academy, where young people, up and down 
the valley could broaden their culture. President Mather 
and his wife roomed and boarded in the hall with the stu- 
dents, and as the Downs Times indicated, it was “truly a 
great advantage to the young people to mingle and associate 
with instructors who show such true culture.” The next year 
Gould College at Harlan “gave up the ghost — ^that being 
about all it had to give up.” 

Although there was little freight for a railroad, and the 
Central Branch was reducing its schedule of trains into 
Downs, there was endless agitation for new railroads, and 
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many meetings to consider the question of voting bonds for 
construction. Smith Center hoped for two railroads, Alton 
wanted one more, Delhi would have been satisfied with one, 
and Burr Oak wanted at least one. A road from Marvin to 
PhiUipsburg was reported probable, and one running south- 
west from Gaylord into Colorado was almost a certainty. 
The most popular fairy story related to the Omaha, Dodge 
City and Southern Railroad, to run southwest from Omaha 
to Dodge City and Trinidad, passing through practically all 
the towns in Central Kansas. At any rate, most of the towns 
held meetings to consider the voting of bonds, and it was 
several times reported that construction was decided upon or 
under way. As the Downs Times stated: “If all the railroads 
for which charters have lately been granted were to be built, 
there isn’t a quarter section in northwestern Kansas that 
would not be crossed by at least one road.” 

In the meantime, the population of Downs and Cawker 
dwindled, the new townsite of Waconda Springs was sold at 
sheriff’s sale, and the big hotel was abandoned to vandals, a 
favorite picnicing place for the people for many miles around. 
Devastating prairie fires added to the prevailing destitution. 
In April, eighteen eighty-seven, a fire started at Nicodemus, 
in Graham County, and, whipped by a forty-mile wind, 
swept northward along a seven mile front, through Norton 
County and into Nebraska, killing livestock, chickens, even 
birds and rabbits, and leaving hundreds of farmers destitute. 
On the same day another fire raced down the South Solomon, 
leaving a similar wake of black devastation. The fires never 
came within fifty miles of Downs, but the smoke hung in 
the air for days. 

Chris and Mary Bartsch usually had the worst luck. One 
day, just when times seemed hardest, Mary fell from a load 
of hay, and broke her collar bone and wrist, and dislocated 
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her ankle. At first she thought her ankle was broken too, 
and when the doctor found that it was only dislocated, she 
lamented the fact that they had called him — ^just to set a 
wrist and collar bone. 

“Oh, we could save as well the doctor bill,” she moaned 
to Rosie, when Rosie went up to see her. “My foot feel so 
bad when I fall, I think it broke too. The other things get 
well soon all right, and no doctor to pay yet.” 

“Ach, liebe Mary,” laughed Chris, who was sitting by the 
bed, the kindly wrinkles crowding about his eyes and mouthy 
“We must be thankful it is no worse, and the foot is not broke 
too.” 

In spite of drouth and depression, Henry gained a new 
neighbor, on the quarter adjoining the Frank Hagel farm — 
a Switzer named Yost. With his black hair and black mus- 
tache and his soldierly bearing, Yost was a striking figure. 
He had a booming bass voice, trained in the Swiss manner- 
chor, and at first, sang rather better than he farmed, for he 
was several years forgetting his Swiss “hoe culture” and 
learning to use American farm implements. Unskilled in 
farming, and burdened with a heavy mortgage, he had a 
hard time for several years, and he and his large family of 
children worked like beavers 5 but they pulled through. The 
Ises and the Yosts were destined to be very good friends 
during the years following. 

One morning, soon after Yost moved onto his place, Henry 
appeared in the yard, driving a young heifer ahead of him. 
Yost came out to meet him with a booming “Hello,” spoken 
in Switzer dialect, untainted with any trace of English ac- 
cent. 

“Hello, neighbor! I’m bringing your cow.” 

“My cow? I’ve lost no cowl” Yost looked perplexed. 

“Yes, your cow. When Daniels owned this place, I agreed 
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to pay half the cost of that line fence over there, and I never 
got around to it. So I’ll just pay you.” 

“But I knew nothing about it.” 

“Well, I owe it just the samej and I guess the cow will be 
about right, for my half.” 

Yost remonstrated, but Henry would agree to no other 
arrangement, and left the heifer there. 



CHAPTER XXIV 


More Drouth an^ Anxiety 

When you have cattle and hogs you have to worry your 
head off about feed for them, or sell them for next to noth- 
ing j and as soon as you sell them you get good crops again, 
and have to worry about buying them back, at twice as much 
as you got. That’s the way with farming out here. When- 
ever you raise anything, there’s too much, and you have to 
give it away 5 and then when you don’t raise anything, there 
isn’t enough, and you have to buy feed, and pay three prices 
for it. You never can get anything for anything except when 
you haven’t anything. It looks as if there was something 
wrong with the way the whole business is ordered.” 

It was Rosie speaking one day, in a mood of discourage- 
ment that threatened to become chronic. Rosie was changing 
fast. The back that had been so strong and straight was 
bending perceptibly, with too much carrying of babies and 
tubs and baskets. Each year her busy hands were rougher, 
more scarred and twisted, with finger nails always broken. 
She had never been able to walk with ease. Rosie had frozen 
her feet when a girl of eleven years, and they always both- 
ered her afterward. It was very cold winter weather at the 
time, and she was working in a neighbor’s kitchen, an un- 
plastered lean-to. Disliking to ask special permission to go 
into the warmer rooms, she stuck to her task until her feet 
were so badly frozen that she never recovered free and easy 
use of them. Now her step, although as firm and resolute 
as ever, was more plodding and laborious. Her brown eyes 
were eager and friendly as everj yet around them time and 
trouble had drawn wrinkles that deepened with every pass- 
ing year. 
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Rosie was no longer the cheery, confident, hopeful girl 
who had driven out with Henry in eighteen seventy-three. 
The wearing uncertainties of seasons and crops were telling 
on her; so were the strain of rapidly succeeding pregnancies — • 
she was nursing her ninth baby ; the endless demands of the lit- 
tle children, and the long hours of work, with her poor, lame 
feet. 

And there was Henry’s poor management. In a single 
unfortunate deal he would sometimes lose more than she 
could save in six months, pinch and skimp as she would. It 
had been Rosie’s lot since early childhood to have to look to 
a man for management who had nothing like her own prac- 
tical sense, nor her own physical energy. Her father had 
been almost an invalid, since he had typhoid fever, the very 
first week after he reached Kansas; and he was more of a 
student than farmer or manager. 

He liked to write poetry — in German of course — and no 
family or neighborhood festival was quite complete without 
one of his poems. Rosie often thought other contributions 
would have been more useful than poetry, but her father was 
just that way, and there was no changing him. 

Now, in her own home, it was somewhat the same. Henry 
was not really well; he always had to be very careful as to 
what he ate, and never could be quite careful enough. One 
shoulder always bothered him too, when he tried to do hard 
work — like his stomach trouble, a result of the hardships of 
the war. Marching through a swampy region of Tennessee, 
he was sleeping out in a cold rain one night, on a bed of brush 
he had piled up to keep him out of the water. During the 
night the brush settled until one shoulder sank into the 
water, and then the sky cleared and the weather turned cold. 
He was so exhausted that he did not awaken until morning. 
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to find his shoulder bound in a thin crust of ice. He was always 
bothered with rheumatism afterward. 

Like Rosie’s father, Henry liked to read better than to at- 
tend to the practical business of managing the farm. Al- 
though he always paid generous wages, he got less work out 
of hired hands than anyone else in the neighborhood; and 
this worried Rosie, who would rather have helped with the 
farm work herself than spend too much money for help. 
Henry was always too generous, with everything that he had. 
At the table the children tried to get him rather than Rosie 
to put sugar in their coffee — ^when there was sugar — ^and they 
liked to go to town with him, because he bought them candy. 
In her strict economy, so essential to the real welfare of all, 
Rosie fell into the position of the stingy parent. She ac- 
cepted this as part of her hard duty, and sometimes almost 
resentfully. 

Discouraged and pessimistic she became, as the lean years 
followed each other, sometimes morose, and even harsh and 
impatient toward the children and toward Henry; although 
under it all there was a solid and unselfish affection that they 
trusted implicitly. 

Rosie was never discouraged in the sense that she enter- 
tained any idea of retreating, or changing the course that her 
Spartan sense of duty mapped out for her. She never gave 
up. Tired and worn and sometimes sick, almost hopeless of 
the future during these hard years, troubled and perplexed, 
angry and rebellious at what seemed her unjustly heavy 
share of care and responsibility, she never paused or relaxed 
her tenacious grip. In the downward slanting lines of her 
mouth — each year more like that of her mother — ^was writ- 
ten the grim and invincible determination that would not 
admit defeat. 
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The next spring after Henry sold the cattle, there was 
plenty of rain and fine warm weather that brought the grass 
out green and lush. The cattle would not eat the last few 
shocks of the fodder that Henry had been doling out so care- 
fully all winter. In March the ducks and geese and brants 
appeared in the southern sky, on their tireless flight north- 
ward, flocks of them every dayj and covered wagons driven 
by incorrigible optimists again rolled past, on their way west, 
or perhaps headed for the Cherokee Strip. 

The wheat that had been pronounced dead in January be- 
came a billowy sea of yellow and gold in early July, so tall 
that it was feared it might lodge. With harvest time came 
much complaint of the high price of twine, and widespread 
damning of the ^‘Twine Trust” j but there was nothing to 
do but bind the cheap wheat with the expensive twine, and 
curse the monopolies. A week or two later the rattle of the 
binder gave way to the whistle of the threshing machine. 
Henry had one field that threshed out forty-two bushels per 
acre, sixty-pound wheat. More rains came, through July 
and August, and giant sunflowers grew in the stubbles. The 
corn grew big and green, and when hot, dry weather came in 
September it was largely out of the way of harm. That fall 
there was corn to shuck, big ears that struck the bump boards 
with a heartening thump. 

There was a poison in the corn stalks that fall, apparently 
in the smut, and four of Henry’s cows became sick when he 
turned them into the field. At the suggestion of one of the 
neighbors, he gave them a veterinary concoction of sweet 
spirits of nitre, asafetida, Epsom salts, salt and vinegar. They 
all died, either of the corn smut, or of the medicine. 

Kansas was a great country again. There were no movers 
going east that fall. Bony cattle and horses grew fat, and 
disheartened people renewed their courage once more. Again 
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there was talk of more railroads 5 of an extension of the Cen- 
tral Branch westward to Denver j and of various and as- 
sorted roads running from every flag station on the Central 
Branch to some other village in Nebraska, Western Kansas 
or Colorado — the terminus seemed to be a matter of no im- 
portance. Some of the farmers renewed their efforts, to find 
an economical process of making sugar from sorghum j and 
a meeting was called in Downs to whip up enthusiasm and 
secure pledges for stock in a sugar company. There was even 
talk of bonding the township or the city to secure funds for 
the industry. 

The county-seat row waxed in bitterness. The county 
treasurer was reported short some eight or nine thousand dol- 
lars, and the county clerk was accused of padding population 
figures, in order that officials might get higher salaries. Ap- 
parently on the assumption that the alleged crookedness was 
due to the moral miasma of the town of Osborne, men can- 
vassed the county with petitions to have the county-seat 
moved to Bristow j while Osborne sent out a man with a re- 
monstrance list, and Osborne bankers threatened with fore- 
closure mortgagors who signed the petition for removal. 
Meetings were held in Downs to agitate the matter, whereat 
the Osborne Farmer called Downs a “dirty little plague 
spot.” 

Of course everything was cheap. Henry kept his wheat, 
hoping for a better price later, but the next spring he had to 
fan it and sell it for less than he could have got at harvest. 
The local elevator was closed for a while, because neither 
wheat nor corn was worth shipping. At twelve cents a bushel 
corn was a cheaper fuel than coal, and some of the neighbors 
burned it in their stoves; but Rosie could not stand the 
thought of burning corn. 

“We’ll manage somehow without that,” she declared. 
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“Next year there’ll likely be a need for corn — ^poor horses 
and cattle and pigs and chickens running around without 
anything to eat!” 

And manage they did, with the wood Henry was able to 
cut, with broken boards that the children gathered up around 
the premises, and with cow chips from the pasture, and cobs 
picked up in the hog pen. They burned no corn that winter. 
Fortunate it was too, that they did not, for eighteen ninety 
was about the driest and hottest summer since the grasshopper 
year. Early spring was pleasant, and in late January the 
meadow larks were singing in the pastures} but the weather 
turned so dry that the grass scarcely shed its winter brown. 
Almost every night the glare of a prairie fire could be seen 
somewhere in the sky. 

One windy evening in April, a bright glow appeared in the 
north. By the time Henry had finished his supper, the glow 
was ominously bright, and the smell of smoke strong in the 
air. Good soldier that he was, Henry wet a couple of sacks 
and started up the creek to meet the enemy, leaving Rosie 
to fill the water barrel and guard the children and the prem- 
ises. Two miles up he found the battlefront — sweating men 
fighting desperately with wet sacks, pitchforks, scoops, sho- 
vels, or anything they could find, shouting orders and warn- 
ings, retreating when too hard pressed, stopping occasionally 
to drink the water that the women and children carried to 
them. Scarcely noticed in the dark and in the excitement, 
Henry slipped into a detachment of men whipping out the 
advance line of a back-fire. An hour later the men succeeded 
in heading the red scourge into a bend in the creek, where it 
died in a roaring blaze that reached out hungrily toward the 
other bank of the creek. Sparks and burning embers flew 
across, but the men watching there promptly smothered them 
out. 
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In a hot, dry May and June, wheat prospects faded, and 
in the ravaging hot winds of early July the corn began to 
curl. As George Graeber said, the corn was ‘‘almost as far 
along in July as it usually is in December.” Henry had 
planted a small field of kaffir corn, and this hung on a little 
longer, but before the end of July, it too shrivelled up, and 
turned gray without forming a head. The tiring wind blew 
steadily from the south, weary day after weary day, cooking 
the garden plants and even the stunted weeds that grew in 
the fields and along the roadside. 

The ruin of her own garden hurt Rosie almost less than 
the burning of the little garden the children had planted. 
Every year she gave them a little plot of ground in which to 
raise something for themselves, something to sell in town 
for spending money. This year they had planted onions, 
cabbage, tomatoes and sweet potatoes j and they spent much 
time estimating the amount of stuff they hoped to rdse — 
bunches of onions, pounds of cabbage, and bushels of tomatoes 
and sweet potatoes. Their estimates were always generous, 
of course, and the hoped-for proceeds ran into high figures. 

When the hot winds came, and the cabbage and tomato 
plants began to wilt. Danny and Robert carried water to 
them, hopefully, for a while. Robert, fat, awkward little 
fellow, always walked with a slight stoop j and Rosie’s heart 
ached for him especially, when she saw him trudging back 
and forth, with a gallon bucket in each hand. Their efforts 
were fruitless, of course, for nothing grew in the searing 
heat. 

The pastures, brown and bare as a carpet, afforded scanty 
sustenance for the hungry cattle that wandered restlessly 
about, trying in vain to find grass high enough to graze, 
nibb lin g for a while at the weeds grovdng in the buffalo wal- 
lows, wandering along the fence, reaching through here and 
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there to get a mouthful of the weeds that grew at the end of 
the field, then trailing over to the last year’s straw stack, 
where they stood chewing at the dry and unpalatable straw. 
Some of the neighbors had even less feed than Henry, and 
were forced to drive their cattle up into Nebraska to be sold 
or wintered there, or sell them to cattle buyers from Iowa 
for whatever pittance they were able to get. 

Finally the children had to herd the cattle, up and down 
the roads, along the railroad right-of-way, everywhere that 
a little forage could be found. 

Herding cattle! How many long days the children spent 
driving them along the dusty roads, running off to the side 
to keep out of the clouds of dust, heading the leaders off at 
every opening in the fence, or running their little bare feet 
. off trying to chase them out of the fields, always fearful of 
snakes, always on the lookout for hedge thorns and nettles 
and sand burs, as they picked their way through the grass j 
and, worst of all, in constant fear of the herd bull, who was 
of a vicious disposition. With what shrewd and courageous 
resourcefulness did they watch him, keeping their eyes on 
trees or fences or other possible places of refuge whenever 
he was near, calculating how far from safety they dared ven- 
ture! Occasionally he would chase them through the fence 
or up a tree, but with the luck which sometimes follows chil- 
dren, they always escaped injury. 

Jurisdictional disputes sometimes arose, for the neighbor’s 
children were herding cattle too. It was a recognized prin- 
ciple of equity that each family should herd cattle only along 
a road bordering its own land, and one of the neighbors 
sometimes went beyond that — even herded his cattle right 
along the road between Henry’s two farms, much to the 
children’s anger and indignation. On the roads between two 
different holdings, the two adjacent neighbors had equal 
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rights, as between Henry’s and Wilson Athey’s farms. Here 
the two herds would meet occasionally j and then the rival 
bulls were certain to stage a fight, with such bellowing and 
pawing of the grass that the children were frightened half 
to death. 

Generally, herding was a dreary business, and the chil- 
dren looked forward longingly to a day when they would 
not need to herd cattle. During the tedious hours when the 
cattle were grazing, they tried every expedient they could 
think of to help pass the time. They built play houses of 
corn stalks or sunflowers or slough grass joints, they dug 
little cellars for their houses, they told stories, guessed co- 
nundrums — ^the same ones over and over again — hunted bugs 
and flowers and birds’ eggs, whittled when they could get a 
knife, caught gophers when they were able, and sometimes, 
tried to catch prairie dogs, but invariably without success. 
The girls liked to pick flowers, and spent many hours mak- 
ing larkspur wreaths and ropes — one day they found a patch 
of red larkspurs and made a long rope, which they took home 
to Rosie. And always, of course, they spent much time 
watching the sun, to see if it was not time to take the cows 
home. 

One day Danny managed to catch a bumblebee, and tie a 
tiny scrap of red cloth to one of its legs. On being released, 
the bee flew away, Danny following at top speed. It made 
straight for its nest over in the prairie meadow j and Danny 
soon had plans for gathering honey. The next day, he and 
Billy got barrel staves and ‘^whipped out” the bees, both get- 
ting stung several times in the battle, but they felt repaid 
with a taste of the honey they found in the nest. 

Once Danny was playing with matches as he watched the 
cattle down in the prairie meadow, and set the grass afire. 
For a moment he was completely at his wit’s end, for he had 
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nothing to fight fire with; but suddenly an idea struck him 
— he pulled off his trousers, and in a few minutes had whip- 
ped the fire completely out with them. Henry came past on 
his way home from town just as Danny was putting out the 
last sparks; but he did not scold him, although playing with 
matches was strictly forbidden. 

Danny and Robert were herding the cattle on the railroad 
right-of-way one day, when the section boss came along with 
his gang. 

“Hello, sonny!” the boss called out to Danny, who was 
nearest. “Do you live in that house over there,” He 
pointed across the field. 

“Yes,” answered Danny, a bit fearful that he was to re- 
ceive a scolding for something he had done. 

“Would you like to earn a nickel?” the man asked. 

Would he like to earn a nickel? Would he like to own the 
Missouri Pacific Railroad, or the Homestake Mine, or the 
Kohinoor diamond? A nickel indeed — enough to buy a whole 
sack of candy! That was a strange question. 

“Sure!” he replied. 

“Well, if you’ll go home and get me a drink of butter 
milk. I’ll give you a nickel. Would your mamma have any 
butter milk?” 

“I think so — churned this morning. I’ll go and see.” 

With the vision of a shining nickel dancing before his eyes, 
Danny started across the field. Through the weeds and net- 
tles and sand burs he picked his way, gingerly stepping on a 
cool, green weed whenever he could; but when he reached 
the road, he broke into a trot that soon brought him to the 
house, sweating from every pore, for it was a very hot day. 
He must run no risk that the man get impatient and leave 
before he got back. 

Yes, Rosie had butter milk, and she poured a quart into 
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a syrup bucket for him, pressed the lid on tight, gave him 
a drink of fresh water 5 and back he went to the railroad, 
three-quarters of a mile away. 

The section boss was waiting, and drank the butter milk 
to the last drop, then fumbled in his pockets for the money. 
He seemed to find none, and turned to Danny. 

“I haven’t got a nickel with me today, my boy 5 but I’ll 
give it to you some time — some other time.” 

Deeply disappointed, Danny picked up the empty syrup 
bucket and went back to his cattle. The next day the section 
boss was there again, and Danny hopefully asked for his 
nickel, but again the man had no money. Several times in 
the next few days Danny asked for his pay, but he never got 
it. The man had never intended to pay. 

Rosie’s father died in June, and Henry went down to the 
funeral. Rosie had been there a few weeks before, so she 
stayed at home and took care of the children. One night, 
not long after Henry came home, he was awakened from a 
sound sleep by one of the Graeber boys, who came to report 
that George Graeber was dead, of sudden heart failure. The 
Graebers had never been genuinely friendly neighbors j but 
in their extremity, Lizzie and the children thought first of 
Henry. Although he was himself suffering from one of his 
attacks of stomach trouble, and had not been able to do his 
own work, he went over to help wash and lay out the body, 
and get ice to keep it in until the funeral. From that time 
Lizzie Graeber became one of the kindest of friends, ready 
to do any good turn for Henry and Rosie — ^‘‘Aunt Lizzie” 
to the children, who liked to go to see her and eat the good 
cookies she always had for them. 

Through July and August the drouth lay heavy on the 
land. The yellow sun glared through a dusty haze, pitiless, 
implacable, while the voiceless prayer for water rose from 
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the hot earth, from the dead fields and pastures and gardens, 
and from trees that began to shed their yellow leaves in mid- 
summer. Day after day the sun rose out of the cool morning 
and burned its fiery path across the cloudless skyj day by day 
the stunted little stalks of corn bent lower before the scorch- 
ing wind. Early in August Henry began to cut fodder, using 
a new t3^e of cutter that had just appeared — a sled with 
knives on the sides, an invention that more than doubled the 
amount of corn he could cut, by a most dangerous device, as 
he was destined to learn. 

There was no comfort for any living being, in the heat of 
those weary days. The dog cooled himself in the dust on the 
north side of the house, and the chickens sought the shelter of 
the rose bushes by the bay window, their mouths open and 
their wings hanging loosely away from their bodies. In the 
afternoons, when there were no tasks to do outside, Rosie 
and the girls retreated into the house, and closed the win- 
dows and shutters to keep out the hot winds j but Rosie her- 
self found little satisfaction in such avoidance of discomfort, 
for she always worried about Henry and the boys, working 
out in the dust and heat. 

The horses in the field raised clouds of dust that almost hid 
them from view 5 and in the evenings, Henry and the boys 
came home sore-eyed and dusty as coal miners. Then came 
a time when they could not work in the field. It was too dry 
to plow, so they sat around in the house or barn, sad and 
sour, or pottered with odd jobs, oiled the harnesses, fixed 
fences, stopped up the holes in the grain bins with cobs or 
bits of tin — and dreamed of rain. Henry soaked the rattling 
wagon wheels in the tank, and lengthened the rope at 
the house well with bits of wire, that the buckets might dip 
in the lowering water, Rosie drove the hoops down tighter 
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on the rain barrel, but the bottom finally fell out, and the 
staves crumpled into a pile. 

At evening the cattle came home in a cloud of dust, which 
lifted occasionally to reveal Robert and Danny trailing along 
behind. The thirsty animals hurried past the house and into the 
corral, fought for places around the water tank, and then 
crowded miserably together in a compact mass, stamping, 
swinging their heads and switching their tails, in a vain effort 
to keep off the swarms of tormenting flies. Rosie and the older 
children did the milking, while the little children brushed 
the flies away with leafy branches cut from the cottonwood 
trees. Not until dark, when the flies had settled down, did 
peace and quiet come to the restless cattle. 

Occasionally clouds appeared in the west at evening, then 
thinned out against the red glare of the sun, while Henry 
and Rosie and the children watched anxiously, then sadly, 
from the west porch. 

One evening a white-fringed bank of clouds loomed up 
in the west, a bank much like others that had appeared. No 
one dared believe that it might bring rain. For months, every 
time Henry and Rosie had permitted themselves to hope for 
that infinite blessing, the clouds had faded out, with the 
hopes that they had called into life. After every such dis- 
appointment they were always more dour and disheartened 
than before, and they refused to allow themselves to hope. 
Even the childen had caught the contagion of pessimism. 
“It never rains! It never will rain!” was a thought often 
expressed when the weather was up for discussion. 

So they went about their various tasks that evening, hardly 
venturing to look into the west, lest they see again the red sun 
shining through the vanishing clouds. 

This time the clouds did not thin out and scatter, and 
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when the sun sank below the white fringe it was seen no more. 
By the time the chores were done, the great blue bank had 
turned to gray, and the rain curtain had emerged in the gray ex- 
panse, lighted up with incessant and vivid flashes of light- 
ning. The curtain rose higher and higher, and the thunder that 
had muttered and grumbled in the distance now boomed and 
crashed and echoed along the hills across the river. A cool and 
gusty wind blew over from the advancing clouds, a wind that 
smelled of rain. 

Surely it was going to rain! Surely it could not fail this 
time! The cynical pessimism of past weeks was forgotten. 
Henry stood with arms folded, a smile on his face, silently 
watching the clouds approach. Too busy with her bread 
kneading to stand watching, Rosie came to the door every few 
minutes to look, with shreds of dough sticking to her fingers. 
The children ran and danced about in the yard, yelling at the 
top of their voices, except Danny and Robert, who climbed 
the windmill, that they might better mark the progress of 
the coming rain. 

*Tt’s raining across the river!” shouted Danny, from his 
high vantage point. 

“It’s raining on this side of the river!” cried Robert, a 
few moments later. “You can’t even see the trees!” 

Never shifting his position, Henry watched the clouds in 
silence, but his smile broadened j and the children danced 
and shouted more excitedly as the rain came nearer. 

“It’s raining at Graeber’s!” shouted Danny. ^Tt’s raining 
at the cross roads! It’s raining everywhere!” 

On it came! No thinning out this time, no veering to the 
north or to the south, no dissipation into gusty winds and 
streak lightning! A few big drops came hurrying down, 
raising tiny whifFs of dust as they struck the arid ground} 
then came a downpour that sent the chickens scurr3dng for 
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shelter. Henry retreated into the house, but the children 
continued their wild dance in the rain, shouting a bit of dog- 
gerel that they had learned somewhere: 

“Rain, rain, come from Spain j 
And never go back again.” 

After a while they came in, drenched to the skin. All had 
to have a change of clothes, but Rosie did not scold. It was 
a happy family that sat around the table that evening, and 
ate their supper of dumpling soup and fresh bread and milk. 



CHAPTER XXV 


Good Crops and the New Barn 

Wheat rose to a dollar a bushel before the end of the 
summer of eighteen ninety — after Henry had sold the little 
that he had — and in September some of the successful busi- 
ness men in town, who had filled great cribs with corn at ten 
cents a bushel the year before, sold it back to the farmers at 
forty cents. Henry sold enough of his hogs and cattle, and 
of the corn he had kept, to pay oflF the mortgage, and to buy 
shoes and school books for the children. With a dollar and 
a half that he had left, he bought Rosie one of the new fas- 
cinators which were so fashionable at the time. Rosie was 
more than pleased, although she could not help wishing that 
she might have used the money to buy a few extra pairs of 
stockings for the children. 

What a blessed relief to be rid of the mortgage! It had 
hung like a pall over the spirits of all, even the children. 
All the uncertainties of the weather, crops and prices had 
borne with heavier weight, because, no matter how crops or 
prices were, no matter what income there was from the farm, 
the Inexorable interest had to be paid. As long as the mort- 
gage stood against the farm, Henry and Rosie had never 
been free to indulge a single whim or extravagance, had felt 
that every possible penny must be saved, lest some unfore- 
seen misfortune prevent them from meeting the payments 
when they came due. Around the dinner table, where pleas- 
ant and cheerful talk should have been heard, the mortgage 
had often been the recurring and absorbing topic of conversa- 
tion — the mortgage, and the interest payments, and the 
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hoped-for final release. Weather, rain and drouth, crops and 
prices, family needs and expenses, had been critically im- 
portant matters largely because of their bearing on the one 
overshadowing problem of the mortgage 5 and the family 
conversation, no matter where it started, usually led finally 
back to that engrossing and disturbing theme. 

On the day when Henry made the last payment, and 
came home with the release in his pocket, there was more 
happiness and festivity in the home than there had been for 
many a day. Even the smaller children felt the spirit of the 
hour. Rosie had baked a big cake especially for the occasion, 
and when the children were seated around the supper table, 
the conversation turned to the mortgage once more; but this 
time it was not the relentless master of the family destinies. 
It was now the beaten and vanquished enemy. 

In October grandmother came out to visit, and stayed a 
month. Rosie had to dress and undress her, and carry her 
meals to her, for she was helpless with asthma. Soon after 
she left, another little baby was born — a sweet-natured little 
girl with big blue eyes, but none too robust in health. 

It was a hard winter. In January, there was zero weather, 
and snow, and later rain; and at the end of March, with the fod- 
der almost gone and the cattle hungry and thin, a ter- 
rible blizzard blew in from the northwest for two days and 
nights, covering what stock feed there was in the fields with 
drifts of snow, and blocking the roads in every direction. For 
several days it remained cold; and when the snow melted, 
the roads were impassable with mud. Unable to get into 
the fields with a wagon, to haul out the few shocks of fodder 
that were left, Henry turned the cattle into the fields, where 
they roamed about in search of gleanings of feed, trampling in 
the mud much of what they found. When the fodder was gone. 
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they clustered around the straw stacks, eating grotesque tun- 
nels far into the stacks, where they stood almost hidden from 
view on chilly, misty days. Straw was poor feed, but it was all 
there was, and Henry’s cattle lived. 

The cold damp weather and the bottomless mud everywhere 
made it necessary to take, special care of the young livestock. 
Several little pigs died, but Rosie converted the kitchen into 
a hospital where the weakest of the survivors were kept warm. 
Almost every morning, Henry or Billy brought in one or two 
shivering, almost lifeless little porkers to be warmed back to 
life and vitality in the oven. And when there were no little 
pigs in the oven, there were usually boxes of little chickens that 
Alice and Laura brought in for resuscitation. For the little 
children these were great days, with the kitchen full of squeal- 
ing and peeping pets, but for Rosie they were days of unending 
work and worry. One day, not noticing a box of little chickens 
in the open oven, she closed the oven door and built a fire in 
the stove. For years afterward she never closed that door 
without recalling the tragedy. 

In March, Rosie went down to Holton, taking Alice and lit- 
tle Rosina with her. At Holton, the weather was even worse 
than at home, and the roads were impassable everywhere. 
Rosie became sick on the first day there, and for weeks lay in 
bed, looking out of the window much of the time at the rain 
and mud. How she longed for her own home again — ^her 
home, where the children were — ^largely forgetting the years 
of discouragement she had been through there! Never in all 
her life was she happier than the evening her train rolled in at 
Downs, past the railroad water tank and up to the station, and 
she saw Henry standing there on the platform. He helped her 
and the children down, and with little Rosina in one arm and 
and an assortment of boxes and packages in the other, led the 
way to the wagon. Sunset glow still lingered in the west as 
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they rattled out of town, and it was dark before they reached 
home. Both of the children were asleep in Rosie’s arms when 
the wagon stopped at the kitchen door. The dog leaped about 
and barked a whole-souled welcome to everyone. 

‘‘Well, Watch! You’re glad to see us again, aren’t you.?” 
said Rosie 5 and his answer left no room for doubt on that 
point. 

Rosie brought home a dozen cups and saucers that Uncle 
Chris had given her, big cups beautifully decorated with a va- 
riety of designs — one for each of the children, as well as for 
Henry and Rosie, and one to spare. Knowing how easily such 
things are broken, Rosie kept them in the bedroom closet 5 but 
the children persisted in going in to admire and handle the 
wonderful new cups, and broke one of them the very first day 
after she got home. 

There was no discouragement at home about wet weather. 
There could be no discouragement about rain, or mud, after 
the long drouth of the year before. Rain was always good in 
this country, and mud always a harbinger of good crops. The 
subsoil was thoroughly soaked, and everyone hopeful of an- 
other wheat crop. That spring Henry planted several acres of 
alfalfa — a new crop that some of the neighbors were experi- 
menting with. 

When a few warm sunny days came in April, the wheat 
seemed almost to jump out of the wet ground, covering the 
fields with a rich green that the buffalo grass tried in vain to 
match. The hungry cattle left the straw stack, and grazed con- 
tentedly about in the pasture. A new generation of bandy- 
legged calves was presently capering about, and bleating 
answers to the bawling mothers, from the calf pen where 
they were being weaned. Soon there was an abundance of milk 
to drink, and some butter to sell. Hungry for greens, the chil- 
dren went down into the pasture and gathered “wild lettuce,” 
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or dandelion leaves, lambs-quarters, and sheep sorrel. Rosie 
served the wild lettuce and lambs-quarters with vinegar, and 
the sheep sorrel made very good pies — ^but it took too much 
sugar. 

There were many days of anxiety concerning the wheat. 
Early in May, it developed a yellow discoloration, which some 
said was due to Hessian fly, and others thought was a kind of 
scald or bleaching, from the hot sun soon after the snow melted 
away. At service on Sundays, and at every casual meeting of 
neighbors, the condition of the wheat was argued pro and con, 
some holding that the crop was irreparably injured and might 
as well be plowed under, others believing that it would come 
out well enough. 

The weather turned very dry, and the ground that had been 
so wet began to bake and open up in great cracks. Chinch bugs 
appeared in the wheat, and as the dry, windy days followed 
each other, the bugs penetrated farther into the fields. It looked 
like the wind-up of so many years of early promise. 

But the rain finally camej and in June, a great crop was 
harvested, in spite of later rains that threatened to keep the 
binders out of the fields. An opportune crop failure in Europe 
drove the price of wheat to seventy-five cents a bushel, a price 
that meant new comforts and conveniences — ^not only clothes 
and shoes, but a new cultivator and a cart. 

It was a wet year. Rains came regularly, almost all summer. 
In October, a fair corn crop stood in the fields, and the price 
was better — twenty-five cents a bushel. Billy stayed out of 
school until Thanksgiving to help husk. Before the winter was 
over, hogs had almost doubled in pricey and Henry sold a load 
for enough to buy a two-seated surrey, and pay for music les- 
sons for Laura. The older girls urged Rosie to buy a washing 
machine, even insisted that she could not afFord to be without 
one, but she would not be persuaded. 



GOOD CROPS AND THE NEW BARN 225 

“I’ve always noticed,” she argued, “that the people who buy 
all the things they can’t afford to be without, never have any- 
thing.” 

Rosie really needed a washing machine too, for with all the 
long, pleated underskirts and fluffy, ruffled dresses that modest 
women wore — seven yards around at the bottom was not un- 
usual for underskirts, and proper women wore three — Monday 
was a day to be dreaded — day when the fire roared steadily 
under boilers of water, when tubs and buckets of soapy water 
stood on every chair, and the floor was littered with piles of 
soiled clothing, assorted according to color. On Monday morn- 
ings Rosie was up early, and worked with driving energy, more 
than pleased if she could get her washing on the line before 
Lizzie Graeber did. If she saw Lizzie’s washing out first, her 
day was not a complete success. Rosie really enjoyed washing, 
and was happy when she could see a long line of clean clothes 
flapping in the wind — happy with a sense of solid achievement j 
but, true to her careful ways, she did not buy a washing machine 
until several years later. 

That was like Rosie. Anything in the way of farm equip- 
ment she always favored — ^any productive investment, likely to 
bring better returns from the farm. And, with wisdom born 
of many nights of worrying and fretting about the future of 
her children, she was always anxious to do whatever she could 
to make the home a good place for the children. She would 
save and skimp on herself, wear rags and work beyond her 
strength, to be able to furnish the home as attractively as pos- 
sible, so that they could entertain their friends without embar- 
rassment, to be able to clothe them well when they went out, 
and buy the books and other things that they needed. In con- 
veniences for lightening her own tasks, however, she took no 
interest whatever. What difference whether her work was a 
little easier or not? She was used to doing it in a certain way, 
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and she did not mind working — even felt a bit contemptuous 
of the whole idea of trying to make work easy. 

In March of the next year another little boy was born — a 
mischievous, helter-skelter, rough-and-tumble little fellow. 
His mother named him Herman, but the children usually 
called him Tom, or Happy, or Buckskin — much to Rosie’s dis- 
gust, for she disliked nicknames for the children. While she 
was in bed with Herman, Henry bought some bananas for her, 
a delicacy she had tasted only once or twice before. 

They harvested another wheat crop that year, and another 
fair corn crop, and Henry now had money to build a fine big 
barn, with a cupola large enough for a covey of pterodactyls, 
but, much to the disappointment of the children, without a 
gilded weather vane. When the new house was built, the old 
log house had been torn down and rebuilt into a stable near the 
corral. It seemed a landmark, an essential detail in the sky 
line, an indispensable part of the farmstead j but more room 
was needed, so it was torn down, and the logs were used to 
make an ice house. Ice cream was becoming a fashionable lux- 
ury, and on Sundays Rosie often let the children make it. It 
was a good way to keep them at home. 

The country was prospering again, in spite of low prices. 
There was renewed talk of railroad building. Even the failure 
of the bank could not stop the growth of Downs. With train- 
loads of grain and livestock rolling out of town, some of the 
railroad men were able to “knock down” handsome incomes in 
addition to their wages, some of which they spent on fast 
horses — and fast women, of whom the town now had several, 
despite sizzling editorials in the Downs Times and crusades by 
the town’s morality squad. “Cat wagons” came through the 
country occasionally too, building up a surprisingly brisk busi- 
ness before the sheriff intervened, and bringing the physicians 
custom from a few of the boys of the community. While the 
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preachers fulminated against the theater, the young people of 
the town organized a dramatic club, which played “The Oc- 
toroon” before an admiring audience of relatives and friends. 
Some of the young men organized a flambeau club, and soon 
learned to strut around with their torches, making a grand 
spectacle on the night of the Twenty-Seventh celebration. A 
few of the town plutocrats were buying croquet and crokinole 
sets for less spectacular entertainment, and a very few of the 
ultra-rich bought bicycles, which sometimes frightened the 
horses on the roads. John Wise bought bicycles for several of 
his oldest children, at a hundred dollars each; and Danny in- 
vested his savings, amounting to a dollar, in a second-hand 
cycle, with solid tires and a front wheel as high as he was — so 
high, indeed, that he rode it at a considerable risk to life and 
limb. Treading was a job only for a strong heart; but for a 
few weeks he managed to convince himself that he was having 
great fun with it, riding it to school, and even to the corral at 
milking time — ^with a milk bucket hung on the handle bars. 

Fred Wetzel used the money from his wheat crop for no 
worldly purpose. For the glory of the Lord in general, and 
for the upbuilding of the Congregational Church of Downs in 
particular, he bought a parsonage for the church, at a cost of 
seven hundred and fifty dollars. Not long afterward, one of 
his sons came home from a Methodist revival announcing that 
he had been converted and had joined the Methodist Church, 
whereat the old man ordered him out of the house — ^it was 
eleven o’clock at night. The young man left, and never came 
home again. Needing help in his farm work, Fred adopted an 
orphan, ten or twelve years old; but his merciless whipping of 
the poor boy became a neighborhood scandal, and the asylum 
authorities had to take him away. 

Singing schools were being organized, and Laura and Alice 
joined the Mistletoe Club, conducted by a man named Ma- 
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gaw. Alice had a sweet soprano voice, and Laura sang alto, 
and at the club meetings, which were held at the homes of the 
members, they learned to read music and had rare good times. 

Magaw was a leader, not only in singing, but in every move- 
ment for the betterment of the community. For years he 
fought valiantly for enforcement of the prohibition law, 
against forces that would have disheartened a less courageous 
man. One night his house was burned by members of the 
booze faction in town, many believed j but he did not abate his 
zeal in the least, and finally saw the j oints closed and the drug- 
gists reduced to selling drugs. When the county attorney an- 
nounced a policy of law enforcement, both the druggists of 
Downs hastily sold their liquor stocks and left town. 

That summer the horse company, which had proved so dis- 
astrous an enterprise, was wound up at a loss of all that had 
been invested. When the last assessment was to be paid, the 
stockholders gathered at Henry’s house in their patched over- 
alls and leaky boots, and piled up the greenbacks and silver 
dollars on the table — ^more than a thousand dollars in a heap. 
The next investment that Henry made proved somewhat bet- 
ter than the horse company — several lots in the new town of 
Downs. Downs was booming, and it seemed likely that lots 
would rise in value. 

Grandmother died in July, and Henry and Rosie went down 
to the funeral, taking the baby and Joe along. When the estate 
was settled, Rosie’s share was enough to buy another farm. It 
never occurred to her to invest the money otherwise. Rosie 
liked land, and she always thought it the best of investments, 
never dreaming that not one of her children would ever want 
to farm any of the land she was buying for them. 

Henry and Billy worked on the farm that fall, and Danny 
and Robert had to stay out of school to husk the corn on the 
new place. Youngsters of twelve and ten years, they spent 
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quite too much of their time in fighting, wrestling, throwing 
ears of corn at each other, talking and building air castles, in 
computing just how much they had husked and how much 
they had yet to husk, and in trying to devise some easy and 
expeditious way of completing the job. Winter came, and one 
cold day Danny froze his toes, in spite of the old socks he had 
put on over his shoes. That slowed down operations still fur- 
ther, with the result that as Christmas time approached, the 
husking was still far from done. 

Finally Laura agreed to stay out of school and help them 
for a week, if they would work hard. The agreement was easy 
to secure, for the job had become a terrible bore, and the boys 
wanted to get to school with the other children. The school- 
house was only a quarter of a mile across the pasture, and as 
they tussled with the big ears of corn, they could hear and 
see the school children at noon and recess, playing darebase 
and pullaway. They were glad enough to get help, and 
worked hard for a week to finish the field. 

When the corn was all out, Danny wanted to do something 
for Laura, to show his appreciation of her help. After talking 
the matter over with Robert, he decided to buy her an auto- 
graph album j and when he went to town to buy school books 
he looked at albums too. There were several at various prices, 
but the one he particularly wanted — a blue plush album with 
silver lettering — ^was priced at fifty cents. Danny had only 
thirty-five cents. He stood comparing the various albums be- 
fore him, trying to reconcile himself to one that would fit his 
purse} but every time that he was on the point of doing so, a 
glance at the rich blue cover and silver letters unsettled him 
again. Scott Carney’s was the only store in town that carried 
such things, so it was useless to think of going elsewhere to 
buy} but finally Danny decided he would go home and talk it 
over with Robert anyhow. Perhaps Robert would know some 
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way to raise fifteen cents more. He was on the point of leaving 
when the storekeeper noticed the troubled look on his face. 

“Wait a minute, sonny,” he called out. “What can I do for 
you?” 

Danny turned at the door “Nothing, I guess. I was just 
looking at some albums.” 

“Well, couldn’t you find one to suit you?” 

“Yes, but it cost fifty cents — and I got only thirty-five 
cents.” 

“Come on over here, and we’ll see what we can do.” The 
storekeeper went over to the counter and picked up the blue 
album. 

“Is this the one?” he asked kindly. 

“Yes, that’s it. I think she’d like that — ^my sister — I want 
it for her — ^but I haven’t got that much.” Danny looked long- 
ingly at the album that the man held up before him. 

“Well, if you’ve got only thirty-five cents. I’ll have to let 
you have it for thirty-five cents, I guess.” The storekeeper 
handed the gleaming treasure over across the counter, and 
Danny handed back the money. Too happy even to thank the 
storekeeper for his kindness, the boy turned and was gone. 
On the way home, he took the precious album out of its wrap- 
ping a dozen times, to admire its wonderful color and texture j 
and when he presented it to Laura that evening at the supper 
table, he was prouder and happier than he had been in years. 



CHAPTER XXVI 


Trouble in School and Church 

<< / ■ ' A 

X HEY’RE not so much trouble when they’re Bttle. 
Washing a few diapers won’t hurt you. It’s when they get big 
that they make real trouble — ^the kind that keeps you awake at 
night. When they’re little, they’re little troubles j and when 
they’re big, they’re big troubles.” 

Rosie was talking about the children. Billy was no longer 
in school, and Laura and Alice had graduated from the coun- 
try school; but the rest of the children went to the little 
schoolhouse across the pasture, and occasionally the girls 
would tattle on the boys, who were in open conflict with the 
teacher much of the time. 


School troubles were not usually very serious. One day 
Joe and some of his playmates painted mustaches and beards 
on their faces with yellow crayon that they found on the teach- 
er’s desk. On noting the adornment, the teacher promptly or- 
dered the boys to come to the desk and let her wipe the rhalk 
off. The other boys marched up to the desk, and docilely per- 
mitted her to wipe their faces with her handkerchief— a most 
humiliating spectacle, it seemed to Joe; and he refused to sub- 
mit to any such degradation. Since he was lame, Joe was hu- 
mored at home, and not accustomed to accept dictation from 
others. The teacher promptly accepted the challenge, and 
soon had Joe on the floor, with her knee on his chest. 

Here came the tragedy. Joe had a shingle dart in his inside 
coat pocket, a treasured possession, one of the best darts in 
school, and as the teacher’s knee bore down on this, it broke 
with a snap. This was too much! Humiliating enough indeed 
to have her wiping his face with her handkerchief, or even 


231 



SOD AND STUBBLE 


232 

actually with her apron, but to have her break his prize dart 
was adding injury to insult! 

“There you broke my dart, so you did! Doggone you!” he 
shouted, and began striking wildly at her with his clenched 
fists. 

The teacher was frightened at the violence of the revolt, 
and got up with what promptness and grace she could com- 
mand. Joe carried his chalk mustache the rest of the day, but 
this moral victory was small consolation for the loss of his dart. 

School troubles were far more common and more serious 
for Danny, who was six years older. Danny was the leader of 
a gang of young rebels who carried on a guerrilla war with 
some of the teachers. School discipline was always a serious 
problem, anyhow, when the pupils had to sit three in a seat, 
when a few of them had no books, or even slates or paper or 
pencils, with which to keep themselves occupied, and when the 
cult of the boys was a hoodlum heroics that flourished under 
the harsh discipline that some of the teachers tried to impose. 
“Lickin’ and larnin’ ” were supposed to be the reciprocal func- 
tions of teacher and pupils j and some of the teachers did their 
part religiously, if not with any great cultural results. Like so 
many people of the time, they thought they must have strict 
discipline, not as a means or condition to the education of the 
pupils, but as an end in itself. 

Some of them, for instance, had systems of signs the stu- 
dents were required to use — one raised finger to leave the room, 
two fingers to whisper to a seat mate, three to borrow a pencil, 
and so forth j and the most expert disciplinarians had elaborate 
schedules of pains and penalties that would have made the 
penal code of medieval France look rather simple. The fact 
that a few of the teachers showed great partiality in adminis- 
tering their penal codes did not contribute to their success or 
popularity. 
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One of the teachers, a tall, angular, lantern- jawed tyrant, 
affectionately nick-named “Slats” by the boys, was more than 
commonly rigorous in her discipline, and more than commonly 
hated for it. So rebellious the boys became that she feared to 
whip them without help, so she chalked their offenses up 
against them for an entire week, then did the whipping whole- 
sale on Friday afternoon, when her big brother Jim came to 
school with her. For rather trivial offenses, Danny was beaten 
until his legs swelled quite beyond their natural size and he 
could walk only with difficulty. He of course never com- 
plained at home, for it was Henry’s unvarying rule not to 
interfere with the discipline of the teacher. Although a kind- 
ly man generally, Henry had the prevailing attitude toward 
discipline. 

One Friday afternoon, the teacher had an unusually heavy 
grist of beatings to administer, and sent Joe out to get her a 
supply of switches from the neighboring hedge fence. Joe’s 
heart did not warm to his task, and he cut the switches quite 
too small to do any serious hurt, for which misfeasance the 
teacher promptly wore out two of them on him. She next sent 
two of the older boys, who cut cudgels large enough to kill a 
small boy, but as if through awkwardness, cut them half 
through at several points so that with the first stroke they 
broke in pieces. This so angered the teacher that she proceeded 
to pound the boys with the heavy stubs until she was tired. 
Danny was so sore that night and for days afterward that he 
had to call on Robert to help him get his coat on and off. 

The next Friday Danny again had a long list of offenses 
chalked up against him, whispering and giggling, mainly; and 
after school he was dragged into the outside hall to be beaten 
into another week of physical misery. This time the teacher 
had provided her own hedge switches, of serviceable size and 
quality, and she wore out three of these on him. As she 
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reached for the fourth, the boy stepped back and pulled his 
knife from his pocket. 

“If you hit me again — Pll cut you to pieces,” he shouted, 
opening the long blade and squaring himself for a finish fight. 

For an instant the teacher stood dumbfounded. She raised 
her whip and took a step forward, but insanely angry as she 
was, she saw something in the boy’s eyes that fortunately ar- 
rested her step. Brother Jim was not with her this time, and 
after a moment’s hesitation, she backed into the school room, 
and closed the door. Danny closed and pocketed his knife, 
grabbed his coat and cap from the hook, and was soon trotting 
across the pasture, trying as he went to get his tight little coat 
on with the minimum hurt to his battered arms and shoulders. 
He was not quite sure he had done the best thing, for likely 
Henry would whip him if he learned what had happened; but 
he had been beaten about enough — ^just for whispering a few 
times. He did his chores with extra care that evening, and 
carried in two extra armfuls of wood, but the teacher never 
reported the occurrence to anyone. 

Danny sometimes dressed for the occasion, when he knew 
that a hard day was coming — ^wore several shirts and pairs of 
trousers, and once he even wore board splints along the back of 
his legs; but the teacher detected the armor, and shifted the 
point of attack. 

The next year, there was another teacher, a really estim- 
able young woman, and thoroughly trained; but she had a 
merciless disciplinarian philosophy, and an ungovernable tem- 
per. As soon as she was elected to the place, her mother an- 
nounced to one of the neighbors that for once there would be 
order and discipline among the young savages of District 37. 
In a day or two the news of the declaration had reached every 
boy in the district; and long before school opened, the rebels 
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were united in a firm resolution that order and discipline there 
should not be. 

The new teacher decided to strike hard at the very first sign 
of insubordination or disorder, strike terror into the hearts of 
the boys before their rebellion had time to get under wayj and 
her opening came before the term was a week old. Cramer 
Graeber was the victim. He popped a hackberry seed one day, 
as he was sitting in his seat. At the resounding crack of the 
little seed, the teacher turned from her class, seized the piece 
of rubber hose that she kept on her desk, and marched back to 
his seat. 

“Did you do that?” 

He quailed before the vicious light of her eyes. 

“Yes ma’am,” he replied, and there was no rebellion in his 
voice. 

The rubber hose descended upon his shoulders, once, twice, 
thrice, a dozen times. As she plied it, her temper rose, until 
she was no longer content to beat him on the shoulders. She 
began striking him across the back of his neck. He held his 
hands up to protect his neck, but then she struck him on the 
head, the supple rubber snapping around and into his ear and 
face and eyes. Again and again and again the stinging rubber 
fell on his neck and hands and head, leaving each time a welt 
or a bruise j again and again and again — ^would she never stop? 

Finally she did stop. Exhausted and panting, her face red 
and swollen with anger, her hair dishevelled and in disarray, 
she ceased to beat the sobbing boy. 

“Now will you be good?” she demanded. 

Between sobs he managed to say, “Yes, ma’am.” 

Quiet there was, for the rest of the day, the quiet of terror 
and pity, indignation and smouldering anger, perhaps of fear; 
but the rebels soon regmned their confidence. Danny and a few 
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of the bolder ones declared among themselves that they would 
not be good and would not promise to be good, let her beat 
them as hard as she could. A few modest wagers were laid — 
wagers of marbles and pencils — as to who would be the next 
hero to be whipped. Danny always commanded considerable 
odds in such bets. 

At the first rumble of growing revolt the teacher made 
preparation to suppress it summarily. She bought a new raw- 
hide whip, which she laid on her desk in plain view of the 
pupils. Her psychology was bad, for the new rawhide im- 
mediately became the object of endless jokes and jibes among 
the boys. Without the grace to recede from her position and 
hide the whip in her desk, she nursed her growing wrath and 
bided her time. 

Her time came soon enough. One day one of the boys hand- 
ed Danny a slate, with a picture of the teacher on it; and 
he was giggling gleefully over the grotesque cartoon when the 
teacher came past his seat. 

“Where did you get that?” she demanded. 

No answer. 

“Where did you get that slate?” Her voice rose sharply. 

No answer from Danny, but just as the teacher started after 
her whip the other boy spoke up: “I gave it to him.” 

“What did you do it for?” She transferred her attention to 
the other culprit. 

“I don’t really know. Just for fun, I guess.” 

“Will you promise not to do it again?” 

The other boy was not a fighting rebel, and he promptly 
promised not to repeat the offense. The teacher stepped back 
to Danny’s desk. 

“Will you promise to be good?” 

No answer. 



TROUBLE IN SCHOOL AND CHURCH 237 

“Very well. You may stay after school.” 

Danny knew what that meant. The teacher had taken to 
whipping the boys after school, as there were fewer witnesses 
then who might make trouble. 

There was an unusual batch of whippings to administer that 
evening, and, as Danny was the worst offender, he was left 
until last. One by one the boys were taken out into the hall 
and thrashed with a severity proportioned to their respective 
iniquities. The strokes of the rawhide and the occasional cries 
of the miscreants, were not heartening music to the waiting 
boy 5 and when the last of his comrades had been dragged out 
into the hall, Danny opened a window, and at one bound was 
out and on his way across the pasture. 

He shrewdly guessed that the teacher would follow him 
straight home, and he had no stomach for a conference with 
her and his father, so he headed for the cornfield and hid in a 
shock of corn. From here he soon saw the teacher striding 
along the path toward his home. It was a cold day, and his 
tight little coat was inadequate protection against the biting 
wind. He wondered about his chores, too, for it was milking 
time; but he stuck to his fortress until he felt sure his perse- 
cutor had gone on home. 

When he finally emerged from his dusty hiding place, it 
was almost dark; and with many misgivings he sneaked up 
along the fence, and through the corral to the barn. All well 
there, for Robert had milked his cows, and was just straining 
the milk. 

“Is she gone?” he asked, cautiously poking his head in 
through the door. 

Robert looked up in surprise. “Yeah. Long while ago.” 

“What did pa say?” The children no longer called their 
parents “papa” and “mamma.” 
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“Nothing much, 1 guess. When I went after a milk bucket 
I heard him say it was her problem — she’d have to tend to it 
the best she could.” 

“What did she say? Madder’n hell, I bet!” 

“Said you was the worst boy in school, and she’d have to 
whack it out of you somehow. Ma said you wasn’t so bad at 
home.” 

Danny watched the milk sink along the sides of the strainer. 

“Got the calves fed?” 

“Alice fed ’em while I did the milking. Louise picked up 
the cobs. Got to carry the wood in yet, and that’s all.” 

Robert carried the milk to the house, and Danny picked up a 
big armful of wood, and carried it into the kitchen. Not a 
word was said, even at the supper tablej and he began to 
breathe freely, even to hope that he might get off without a 
serious mauling. At any rate it was clear that Henry was not 
going to help the teacher out. 

His relief was of short duration. The next morning, when 
the school bell had rung and the pupils had taken their seats, 
the teacher called Danny up before the school. 

“Stand there!” She reached for the whip lying across her 
desk and bending it in her hands to test its suppleness, stepped 
to his side. 

“So you jump out of the window when I tell you to stay 
after school! I’ll teach you to disobey me!” And without 
waiting for answer or apologies, she proceeded to beat him 
over the arms and shoulders with the rawhide — one stroke, 
two, three, four, five, ten, a dozen, fifteen, twenty! 

“Now will you promise to be good!” she panted, stopping 
for a minute to rest. 

No answer. The boy’s face was white and drawn, and the 
blood was trickling from gashes on the back of his hand where 
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the end of the whip had snapped around and broken the skinj 
but there was no surrender. 

Again she raised the whip, but she happened to glance 
around the room, and saw faces that caused her to stop — faces 
of the older girls, some of whom were crying, wide-eyed in 
horror and anger at this exhibition of brutality. She hesitated a 
moment, poised the whip for another stroke, but those eyes 
were upon her. She laid the whip back on her desk, and or- 
dered Danny to his seat. 

Danny was black and blue for a week, but the very next day 
he was rolling up his sleeves before a ring of admiring boys 
and girls, and boasting of the flag of the “red, white, and blue” 
that he carried on his arms. The teacher stood by, but said not 
a word, defeated, not altogether by the stubborn will of this 
fearless boy, but by the rising standards of humanity that had 
rendered her principles of school management obsolete. The 
frontier was becoming civilized. 

While Danny was getting the fundamentals of a disciplin- 
ary education in school, Billy was the cause of much anxiety to 
his parents for his wildness outside of school. Like most of 
the older boys in the neighborhood, Billy often had to stay out 
of school for a month or more in the fall, to husk corn, or do 
various fall jobs 5 and he fell into the habit of staying out the 
rest of the school year, choring around with the horses and 
cattle, hunting rabbits, and even occasionally entertaining him- 
self less innocently. With some of the neighbors’ boys he often 
went over to the home of an old bachelor, where the boys 
learned to smoke and chew tobacco, tell smutty stories, play 
cards, and even drink beer occasionally. The old bachelor had 
hair clippers, and the boys offered the excuse that they went 
there to get their hair cut 5 but when everyone’s hair had been 
cut, the party seldom ended, Billy often got home late at 
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night, much to Rosie’s distress, and Henry’s anger and disgust. 

These rowdies served as the nucleus of a band that officiated 
at charivaris whenever there was a marriage in the neighbor- 
hood 5 and these charivaris sometimes wound up in trouble. 

The boys loved to torment old man Duckett, an irascible old 
widower who lived a mile or two across the creek j and when 
the old man, at the ripe age of sixty-five, married his second 
wife, they organized a charivari party in his honor. 

On the night of the charivari, most of the big boys in the 
neighborhood were there, with rolling cutters, cowbells, guns 
and powder. For a while they contented themselves with 
hammering the rolling cutters, ringing the cow bells, and fir- 
ing their guns into the air; but all this brought no results. The 
old man never appeared, or gave any sign that he was at home. 
Determined that they would be treated, the boys hung a heavy 
rock to the door knob, tied a long rope to the rock, and from 
their hiding places in the yard, pulled at the rope, banging the 
rock against the closed door. The lock gave way almost at 
the first impact, and a few more blows would have shivered 
the door completely, but the knot loosened and the stone fell 
to the ground. 

Billy, always one of the most reckless in any crowd, rammed 
a formidable load of powder into his shotgun, and stepped up 
near the house to shoot. 

“Don’t try that! You’ll blow your shoulder off!” shouted 
Nate Winters, 

Luckily too, that he said it, for when Billy reached around 
the corner, braced the stock against the house and fired, the 
butt of the gun tore through the siding, through the plaster- 
ing inside, and knocked a pile of dishes off the old man’s cup- 
board. If he had shot from his shoulder the kick would have 
maimed him for life. 

Long after midnight they ran out of powder; and two of 
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the younger boys were detailed to one of the neighbors to get 
another keg, while the rest employed themselves catching the 
chickens that were roosting in the trees, and throwing them 
into the house through a broken window. 

When the boys came back with more powder, the guns were 
soon booming again, and stones crashed against the house and 
through the windows. 

Finally the old man appeared at the door with his gun, and 
pointed it defiantly out into the crowd. In an instant one of 
the boys grabbed the barrel of the gun, and swinging it over 
his shoulder, started toward the road, dragging the poor stum- 
bling old man out of his own house before it occurred to him 
to release his gun and retreat inside again. 

“Pll get him out!” shouted one of the boys, Barfley Yost, 
just coming up from the stable with several grain sacks in his 
hand. With a lift from one of the others, he clambered up on 
the roof, and stuffed the grain sacks in the chimney. In a few 
minutes the smoke was pouring out of the windows, and not 
long afterward the door creaked open and the old man ap- 
peared dimly in the dark. 

^‘Treat! Treat!” shouted the boys, from their various sta- 
tions and hiding places in the yard. 

“I will not be imposed upon, and in the name of the law — ” 

“Treat! Treat! We want a treat!” they shouted. 

“In the name of the law — ” 

“Treat! Treat!” the chorus drowned his voice completely; 
and one from around the corner added, “damn the law! ” 

“In the name of the law I command — ” 

“Treat! Treat! Let’s see the bride. The bride! The 
bride!” 

“I will not be insulted, and I will not be imposed upon, 
I—” 

“The bride! Trot ’er out! The bride!”’ 
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But the old man did not need to trot her out, for she need- 
ed fresh air as badly as he did, and jostled him to one side as 
she appeared in the door, coughing and wheezing. It was too 
dark to make out any features, but the boys gave her a round 
cheer. 

“Treat! Treat!” they began shouting again. 

“I’ll treat you all right!” shouted the old man. “I’ll treat 
you to the law, for the destruction of my property.” 

At first there was uproarious laughter and jeering, but the 
hilarity subsided rather quickly, for some of the boys began to 
see that their spree had been highly destructive. It was past 
two o’clock, and they had been making merry at high pressure 
for several hours. They were getting tired and sleepy any- 
how, and cold. With a few parting shots into the air, they be- 
gan to disperse, afoot, on horseback, and in wagons that lum- 
bered noisily off through the still night. The old man was left 
to get the chickens out of his house, clear out his chimney, and 
patch up his windows the best he could. 

The boys had trusted to the old man’s blindness as a shield 
from recognitionj but their trust was not well placed, and the 
very next day he drove into Henry’s yard with his little pony, 
and told Henry of the night’s celebration. Henry disliked 
every form of rowdyism, and he promptly called Billy in for a 
serious conference. The upshot of it all was that, to avoid a 
lawsuit, Billy, and most of the other participants in the chari- 
vari, dug deeply into their small savings to pay the cost of re- 
pairing^ the old man’s house and salving his rufSed dignity. 

Not all charivaris turned out so badly. One night ten of the 
neighbor boys assembled at Henry’s house to go to a charivari 
across the creek. A prairie fire lighted up the sky to the north- 
west, and Henry was watching it with some anxiety j sd he 
asked them to wait awhile and see if the fire should come 
down near enough to be dangerous. They sat around on the 
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porch for a while, joking and telling stories 5 and when some 
of them began to get sleepy, Billy suggested that they go to 
bed and sleep while they waited. Without undressing, eleven 
of them got into two beds, lying crosswise, and were soon 
sound asleep — so sound asleep that not one of them awakened 
until the killdeers were calling from the south field the next 
morning. 

Disturbance of church services was one of the favorite 
amusements of some of the young men 5 and Billy’s participa- 
tion in this indoor sport was the cause of much anxiety to his 
parents. There were perhaps a dozen of the larger boys in 
the gang that took their places in the rear of the schoolhouse 
that served as a church, at every evening service, and at quar- 
terly meetings. They laughed and snickered and rattled the 
desks, shot paper wads, scattered pop matches on the floor, 
even sometimes did worse, until the preacher was at his wit’s 
end. The presiding elder, a pompous and important church- 
man, often referred to the corner where the boys gathered as 
the “devil’s corner,” which of course afiForded them huge 
amusement. At the quarterly meetings, he always spent con- 
siderable time consigning the boys to the correcting and refining 
influence of everlasting fire, but they enjoyed this too. 

A new preacher came — an energetic, egotistical little fellow, 
named Froeliger — ^whose boast was that he would tame the 
rowdies in short order. He earned Billy’s deep dislike very soon 
after he came, by his cruel treatment of his horses. In getting 
from one appointment to another, he drove two horses to death 
and once, right in front of the church, he would have worn out 
a buggy whip on one of his horses, had not one of his parishion- 
ers intervened and stopped him. 

The church disturbances turned worse, and Froeliger threat- 
ened the boys with divers pains and punishments, but to no 
avail. After all, how could you arrest boys for laughing at 
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something funny — and the boys seemed to find much that was 
funny in every sermon. Several times the preacher accosted 
them after church, demanding that they stay away or be quiet 
during the services 5 and once or twice his threats nearly led to a 
fight. 

One Monday morning, after a particularly serious church dis- 
turbance, the preacher drove into Henry’s yard and reined his 
foaming horses. Henry was hammering a plow lay, and did not 
hear him until he came up close behind him. 

“Good morning. Brother Ise.” 

At the greeting, Henry dropped his hammer and turned to 
his visitor. 

“Good morning. I didn’t hear you drive in. How are you? 
Won’t you unhitch and come in?” 

“Oh no, thanks. I must be getting on to Kill Creek. I just 
wanted to see you a moment about your son Billy.” 

“Is he making trouble again?” Henry seldom went to the 
evening service, and did not know all that had been happening. 

“Every evening that we have meetings. And it will have to 
stop, Brother Ise. We can’t have our divine services broken 
into that way. I have tried to get the boys to behave or stay 
away, but they refuse to do either} and if you don’t see any bet- 
ter way, I will have to invoke the power of the law, and have 
them arrested.” 

Henry put the plow lay down on the bench, with a confused 
and troubled expression on his face. 

“Well, if you have to do that to keep order, I’ll not interfere. 
Billy is old enough to know how to behave. He’s too big to be 
whipped.” 

“Right enough! I will get a warrant in Osborne today, on 
my way over} and I hope we will have no more difficulty.” The 
preacher’s cheerfulness grated on Henry} in fact, the preacher 
usually grated on Henry more or less} but he made no reply. 
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and even, as the man turned to go, urged him to unhitch and 
stay for dinner. 

“Well, I don’t mind if I do,” he replied, and turned to un- 
hitch his horses. Henry helped him, and could not help notic- 
ing how the poor brutes trembled and pulled away, whenever 
he got close enough to touch them. He wondered just how a 
man who was preaching the religion of the kind and gentle man 
of Galilee could be so Inhuman in his treatment of helpless 
animals. 

At dinner, Rosie learned of the preacher’s mission, and she 
immediately objected to Billy’s arrest. 

“No, we don’t need to do that,” she said, decisively. “We 
can see to it that there is no more trouble. If he is arrested 
that means a mark on him that will never help him, or any of 
us.” 

Brother Froeliger was eating a piece of fried chicken as she 
said it, and was hardly in a position, or even in the humor, to 
insist on having the son of his hostess arrested; so the matter 
was dropped. 

The next Sunday evening, when the boy came down from 
his room with his Sunday clothes on, Henry stopped him. 

“Billy, you’re not going up to church tonight,” he said with 
decision. “We can’t have any more disturbing of church 
services.” 

One of the neighbor boys, who was sitting there waiting for 
him, blushed and presently slunk out of the room and went 
home. Billy put his hat back on the hook, sat down by the table, 
and began reading the Kansas City Star. That was the end of 
it. There was no more disturbing of the church services; and 
the young hoodlums soon grew into staid and dignified man- 
hood. The manners of the frontier were improving. 

Billy was not the only one of the children whose attitude to- 
ward the church disturbed his parents. Indeed Billy was not so 
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much critical of the church and religion as he was disrespectful 
of everything, like most boys at the age of rowdyism. Some of 
the younger children early evinced a disposition to question 
religious doctrines that Henry and Rosie held sacred, and this 
disturbed them not a little. Henry and Rosie were both reason- 
ably liberal in their own views, indeed they were far less serene 
in their own faith than they ever admitted, even to themselves 5 
but they believed that it was impossible to have a good commun- 
ity without a church, and that it was good for the children to 
go, and preserve at least an outward attitude of conformity. 
Rosie saw that church services brought people out washed and 
combed and dressed in their Sunday clothes j and she tacitly 
assumed that this outward decency was associated with desir- 
able spiritual graces. She always made the children wash and 
comb and dress up on Sunday morning, and then she and Henry 
took them to “Sunday school” — as the service was commonly 
called — in the lumber wagon, Henry and Rosie and the baby 
riding in the spring seat, and the children sitting on boards 
behind. 

The older girls, Laura and Alice, fell into this scheme of 
things with reasonable docility, but the younger children 
showed a distinctly skeptical attitude. They could not see any 
particular virtue in going to church — ^where they had to listen 
to long sermons, some of them in German, which they could 
not even understand. Sermons preached in English they cared 
little more for, and promptly picked to pieces on the way home 
from church. They had no great reverence for most of the 
preachers, even thought most of them were preaching merely 
because they were too lazy to do anything else, and because they 
liked the yellow-legged chicken that was served wherever they 
went. The Reverend Mr. Froeliger they disliked particularly, 
because he was so cruel to his horses and to his wife and chil- 
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dren — from Rosie the children had learned to think of cruelty 
as the worst of vices, especially cruelty to animals. Rosie seldom 
resorted to spanking the children, but when the boys tied a tin 
can to the dog’s tail, she adopted corrective measures that they 
had no difficulty understanding, and remembering. 

The children resented the pompous arrogance of the pre- 
siding elder — ^but Henry had to sympathize with them in this, 
because he resented the man’s ways too. Once when Rosie was 
sick, Henry had bought her a bottle of beer, and when the elder 
heard of this he made some strongly vituperative remarks about 
church members who “befoul themselves with the devil’s 
brew.” Henry did not get angry about it. He always welcomed 
the elder hospitably when he came to visit, and went to hear 
him when he preached 5 but he did not rate the prelate’s man- 
ners very high. 

The children noticed too that several of the most devout 
churchmen were cruel to their animals, that they drove their 
horses to church on cold winter days, and stood them out in the 
cold without blankets, while they went in to pray for them- 
selves, and for each other, and for the kingdom of God general- 
ly. The children thought there was something wrong about 
this — ^just as indeed did Henry and Rosie. And, like Rosie, 
they wondered how the good Lord could send drouths so that 
cattle would have to go hungry. This indeed was one question 
that Rosie was never able to answer to her satisfaction. She 
could not reconcile her religion with the suffering that drouth 
always brought, especially to the animals. She once argued the 
question with the preacher and his wife, when they came to stay 
all night. They had been discussing the usual questions — ^the 
weather, and the condition of the crops — ^Rosie darning socks 
all the while — ^when she suddenly burst out: 

“Why, Mr. Mattill, should we have such weather, to burn up 
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the feed for the cattle? Why couldn’t we have rain, so there 
would be something for them to eat?” It had been a very dry 
season. 

The minister looked up, too much surprised at the question to 
answer promptly, but he finally admitted that it was rather hard 
to understand. 

“I can’t see why it should be,” she declared. “Surely we’ve 
done our part. We’ve planted the crops, and cared for them, as 
well as we know howj and if we could just have a rain or two, 
there wouldn’t be any need for cattle to go hungry. I can’t un- 
derstand, anyhow, why cattle should ever have been created to 
stand around and bawl and bawl for something to eat, the way 
so many have to do when feed is scarce.” 

The minister made a somewhat halting reply to the effect 
that the Lord’s ways are not our ways, that his wisdom is above 
our wisdom, and that we should not question his plans for us. 

Rosie came back with vigor: “But it surely isn’t right. Any- 
body can see that much. These hot winds won’t leave anything 
for the cattle to eat, or the poor horses that have to work so hard 
all summer.” 

^We can only trust in God,” replied the minister, with some- 
what more assurance. “And if we see to our own stock, and to 
our own responsibilities, God will care for His own creatures.” 

“But He doesn’t do it,” argued Rosie, so much in earnest that 
she dropped the sock she was mending and straightened up in 
her chair. “I don’t see that He does it at all. And with weather 
like this we can’t do it ourselves either.” 

Henry was visibly embarrassed by the turn the conversation 
had taken. He was not greatly in awe of preachers, generally, 
and was much of Rosie’s mind on this question, but he was more 
timid than Rosie in pushing his own side of an argument. He 
disliked arguments anyhow, and feared that this might become 
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uncomfortably heated, so he stepped in to turn the conversation 
into pleasanter channels. 

“Oh, we had several good years,” he asserted, rather weakly, 
“and have much to be thankful for. We can’t be held respons- 
ible for anybody else’s cattle, surely.” 

“Nobody’s responsible. That’s what I mean. I don’t under- 
stand how a good Lord, who watches over His people the way 
He is supposed to, can pay so little attention to hungry cattle 
and horses. They have to eat, or ought to.” 

“But we are not supposed to understand all things,” said the 
preacher. “God’s ways are mysterious and inscrutable. God’s 
ways are not our ways. We must have faith in Him. Have you 
no faith? Can’t you put your trust in God? ” 

For a moment Rosie was taken aback, and could make no 
answer i but she recovered quickly. “How can we have faith 
that God will provide, when we see the corn burning in the 
fields right now? How can we have faith that people’s cattle 
will be cared for when we know they probably won’t. Much of 
the corn is gone now.” 

“There are many things that are hard to understand,” admit- 
ted the preacher, apparently willing to drop the subject. 

“It isn’t only the cattle and horses, either,” declared Rosie. 
“There are Gesner’s children, with no shoes all last winter; and 
yet Glenn and Clarence had to herd cattle far into November 
— nearly to Thanksgiving. Poor little boys, hiding from the 
wind in a corn shock, one day when we drove by, covering their 
feet with husks. They won’t have any shoes this winter either, 
the way things look now. And Duffy’s children are just as bad.” 

“Yes, but Rosie, we can’t be held responsible for other peo- 
ple’s children,” argued Henry. “We have enough to do to buy 
shoes for our own.” 

“More than enough to do, I think, the way things are going 
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now. It surely seems hard to have to see everything burn up 
that you’ve worked so hard to get started.” 

‘‘Yet, Sister Ise, we might get too proud and stiff-necked if 
we had everything we wanted. The Lord has a purpose in 
visiting trouble upon His children, and it is not for us to ques- 
tion His purpose.” The preacher delivered this polemic with 
far more assurance than he had yet displayed. 

“Oh, I guess those children wouldn’t get so stiff-necked with 
just shoes and stockings on, or even with decent coats when 
they’re herding cattle. I can’t see how they are so responsible, 
anyhow. They have nothing to say about coming into the world, 
and not much about anything they find here — as much perhaps 
as some of those poor cattle have.” Rosie dug into the basket 
for another sock.. 

“We have failed somewhere.” It was the preacher’s wife 
who spoke this time. “We have failed in something and God 
has sent the drouth to chasten us. We should not rebel against 
His will, but should rather try to seek out the ways in which we 
have failed to do His will.” She radiated humility and com- 
placency as she said it. 

“Amen,” echoed her spouse. 

“Oh, shucks!” replied Rosie, “I’ll admit we may have been 
wicked and sinful, in some ways. Perhaps we forgot to read our 
Bible a night or two.” Rosie bit the thread off, and threw the 
sock back in the basket. “And we could have given more to the 
church — ^by making the children go without shoes, and by starv- 
ing the cattle. That’s the way old man Metz does, and Wetzel, 
and some more of the good men of our church.” 

“Judge not,” protested the minister. “We must not condemn 
those who put the Lord’s service first, even before shoes and 
feed for cattle.” 

“Not before their own shoes. Just before the children’s 
shoes.” Rosie snipped a ragged edge with her scissors. 
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“You wouldn’t have us without a church,” the preacher’s 
voice rose in injured protest, “without a place to worship God, 
without a place to teach our children the message of Christ and 
His redemption from sin and death everlasting, without an altar 
for — 

“Yes, I think I would — ^if it has to be paid for by making the 
children go without shoes, and the cattle without enough to eat. 
I shouldn’t think the Lord would want that. Do you think He 
would, really?” 

Rosie’s question seemed to smack of irreverence, and the min- 
ister could hardly find an appropriate answer, before Rosie was 
attacking on another front. 

“If the Lord had just sent us a rain a couple of weeks ago, we 
could have fed the cattle, and dressed the children, and built a 
church to take the place of the school house j but we can’t do it 
now.” Rosie threw the last sock back into the basket, and looked 
up at the clock. “But I guess it is about time to go to bed. We 
can’t do much about it, anyhow.” 

After family Bible reading and prayers and singing, the 
preacher and his wife were shown their bed. Before getting into 
bed Rosie prayed for rain, as she had done every night, and very 
likely the preacher prayed for Rosie. 



CHAPTER XXVII 


A Dust Storm 

Two years passed — ’ninety-three and ’ninety-four — ^grim, 
desperate years, two years without even a fair crop, two years of 
bare pastures and short fodder, of hungry cattle breaching the 
fences, herded here and there by the little children, but always 
wandering restlessly in search of better feed. For Rosie they 
were years of patching and cutting down old clothes for the 
younger children, of churning and working butter late into the 
night, after the children were in bed, of planning and scheming 
to make every dollar do the work of two. 

Despite hard times, Henry and Rosie managed to get enough 
money — ^twenty dollars — ^to buy Laura a watch and chain for 
her eighteenth birthday, and gave a big party for her. The 
young people played “Buffalo Girls,” “Old Brass Wagon,” 
“Miller Boy,” “Old Dan Tucker,” “We’ll All Go Down to 
Rousers,”.and “Skip to M’Lou, My Darling,” prancing up and 
down the big dining room and singing their doggerel with lusty 
good-will, with accompaniment by the harmonica. Then they 
played “Tin Tin” and “Clap In and Clap Out,” for a while, 
and afterward went out in the yard and played “Drop the 
Handkerchief.” It was near midnight when they came in for a 
supper of sandwiches, cake and ice cream. Even the smaller 
children had a great time, sitting around in the corners, watch- 
ing the older ones dancing, and eating cake and ice cream in the 
kitchen afterward. 

For the younger children Henry subscribed to the YoutDs 
Cornfanion, which the youngsters fought over every week, and 
read from cover to cover. Henry usually brought it home from 
town on Saturday evening, and on that evening the children 
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were all anxiety, listening for the rattle of his wagon down the 
road. 

In August, eighteen ninety-three, Henry and Laura went to 
the World’s Fair at Chicago. It seemed an extravagance, but 
Rosie wanted Henry to see his brother, who was to be there 
from Pennsylvania — he had not seen him since they came to 
America. Rosie had no clothes for such a trip, and the baby was 
too small to be taken, so she herself did not consider going. 
Someone had to stay at home anyhow, and attend to the farm 
business. Laura had a position for the next winter, teaching 
school a few miles from home, and she was to pay back the cost 
of her trip. 

It was a wonderful trip .for Henry and Laura. Brother John 
was there, and many other friends and relatives. They all 
stayed with hospitable relatives in Chicago, and had great times 
marveling at the buildings and exhibits of the fair, and at the 
wonders of the city itself. When they got together at night, 
they had good visits that sometimes lasted until midnight} but 
it was hard work. After two weeks of it, all of the relatives 
had a group picure taken, and Henry and Laura returned home, 
with presents for all the rest of the family — souvenirs which 
cost much more than they were worth, but seemed very fine 
indeed. 

When they got home from Chicago, the hot winds were burn- 
ing the corn} and Henry and the boys and the hired man had to 
begin cutting fodder immediately, using two of the new corn 
sleds, with a knife on each side. The first day out, when Henry 
happened to be standing for a moment in front of the knife, the 
horse moved forward a step, almost severing his tendon of 
Achilles. Wild with pain, he rolled on the ground for a few 
minutes, but finally managed to crawl back onto the sled} and 
Joe, who was riding the horse, took him to the house. Rosie 
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helped him into bed, where he stayed for weeks. That fall, out 
in the field one day, he left the team standing a moment, and 
they started to run away. He jumped to reach the lines, and 
tore the partly healed tendon loose again. The pain this time 
was excruciating, and he was unable to get around to do any- 
thing until early in the spring. 

The next year, Henry and Rosie managed to get enough 
money — one hundred and twenty-five dollars — to build a 
picket fence around the yard, a fence of fine white pine, inclos- 
ing enough land for a small farm, almost, as was the custom of 
the time. It took two weeks to paint it. It never kept the chick- 
ens out of the yard, as Rosie had hoped; but it was effective 
against the pigs and cattle, and added greatly to the attractive- 
ness of the yard. Rosie always did her best to make the home 
attractive for the children. 

‘‘When they’re at home, they’re not in anybody’s way, and 
and they’re not in any mischief,” she once said; “and they won’t 
stay at home unless there’s something there that they like.” 

In February of the next year came a terrible blizzard and 
dust storm. The morning of that memorable day dawned mild 
and bright, and the children went to school without mittens or 
heavy wraps. Not long afterward the clear sky began to turn a 
murky brown, out of which the sun shone dimly, like a full 
moon through a yellow fog. The wind shifted quickly to the 
north, and in a few minutes a hurricane was roaring through the 
cottonwood grove, carrying dense clouds of dust and dirty, dry 
snow that hid the barn and granary and other outbuildings com- 
pletely from view. The house became so dark that Rosie light- 
ed the lamp, but when she felt the house shake with the wind, 
she blew it out. It was no time to risk a fire. In a few hours the 
temperature reached zero, while the wind shrieked around the 
corners of the house, rattling the windows and shutters, and pil- 
ing little drifts of dust on the window sills. 
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Henry put on his overcoat and mittens, and went out to drive 
the chickens into the coop, and see that the pigs and cattle and 
horses were under shelter. In the clear sweep of the wind, he 
was at times almost blown from his feet, and in the driving dust 
and snow he dared not face the wind; but he made the rounds, 
found chickens scattered about on the south side of various 
buildings, pictures of abject misery, and managed to get them 
under shelter. The cattle were clustered under the projecting 
shelter of the straw stack, contentedly chewing their way far- 
ther under the stack. Returning to the house, he had to feel his 
way, since he could not see into the face of the wind. 

“Oh, Henry, isn’t this terrible!” exclaimed Rosie, as he 
opened the door and kicked the snow from his shoes. 

“The worst I ever saw,” he answered, shaking the dust and 
snow from his cap, and unbuttoning his coat; “the worst I ever 
saw, except the blizzard of ’seventy-one. That was worse in 
some ways, but not so dirty — ^the time we stretched a rope from 
the house to the stable to keep from getting lost.” 

He poured some hot water from the tea kettle into the wash 
basin, bathed his eyes, and then sat down to dinner. 

Henry and Rosie were anxious about the children at school, 
but concluded that they would not start home until the usual 
time, four o’clock; and at three-thirty Henry started across the 
pasture with an armful of caps, coats, mufflers, mittens, and old 
socks to put over the children’s shoes. 

With the wind at his back and pushing him along, he made 
his way rapidly in the general direction of the schoolhouse. 
The clouds of dust shut off the distant view entirely, and even 
sometimes obscured the very ground on which he was walking; 
but he knew that if he let the wind drive him forward he would 
strike the fence somewhere near the schoolhouse, and could 
follow the fence until he came to the stile. 

As he hurried along, hanging tightly to the wraps that the 
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wind tried constantly to wrest from him, and peering ahead in a 
vain attempt to discover the outline of the schoolhouse, he heard 
the sound of children’s voices — ^yes, it was the children, one of 
them crying. They had started home! 

His ears were so bundled up with cap and muffler that he 
could not tell clearly where the voices came from, but he 
stopped and listened. Yes, there was the cry again, but farther 
away. It seemed to come from the west. He shouted, but he 
could scarcely hear his own voice, it was so lost in the commo- 
tion of the wind. He turned and hurried in the direction from 
which that cry had come, now with the wind and dust cutting 
the side of his face like a sand blast. He knew that the smaller 
children could never find their way home in the face of that 
wind. 

He shouted as he hurried along, then stopped to listen. 

There was no sound but the roar of the wind, and the rattle 
of dust and sand on his cap. He shouted again, and then stopped 
with his back to the wind to listen, but there was no reply. He 
pulled his muffler back from his ears, and shouted once more. 
He thought he heard voices ... just an instant . . . then the din 
of the wind drowned everything. He ran frantically back and 
forth, shouting and peering in every direction, through half 
closed eyes 5 but he heard no answering call, and he saw nothing 
but clouds of dust and snow driven by the raging hurricane. 
Somewhere behind that wall of flying dust the children were 
struggling along — and he knew not even what direction to go 
to help them! 

He stopped a moment to deliberate — ^it was no time for a 
false step. The children would drift westward — ^yes, the wind 
would push them that way. If they drifted far enough they 
would strike the west fence .... no, they could never reach it in 
that wind, not the little children! He turned and ran — ^to the 
right — shouting, pausing an instant to listen, running again. 
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shouting, keeping the wind on his right. He pulled his muffler 
off, that he might hear better, and shouted, and listened, and 
hurried on. 

Could he have passed them? Could they have drifted the 
other way — to the east? Or had they drifted south before the 
storm — oh, surely not that! Danny and Robert would know 
better than to retreat before that wind. Danny and Robert 
would know what to do — ^until they got tired and confused, and 
began wandering in a circle, perhaps never to reach the fence — 
grown men had been lost on the prairie in storms less savage. 

The children lost, wandering helplessly about in a circle that 
could only end beneath one of the drifts that were piling up so 
fast! At the thought, he ran on, halting, stumbling in the drifts 
of snow, shouting frantically, hoarsely, but going on — to the 
right — ^to the west. Undoubedly he was going west! To the 
right, that was west — no mistake about that. Surely he was not 
confused himself! He was tired, breathless — getting older, he 
thought to himself dumbly, as he paused to get his breath — ^but 
not lost, not confused. He knew where he was, and where he 
was going — ^to the right, to the west. The ceaseless cudgeling of 
that pitiless wind had dulled his senses, but he would find the 
children yet. They would be over at the fence — the west fence, 
to the right. 

He shouted once more — a, wild cry of desperation, of en- 
treaty, that the wind snatched from his lips and carried away 
into the depths of the hurrying, bellowing storm. He turned 
his back to the wind and listened. An intense and unreal silence 
seemed to fall around him for a moment . . . and in that mo- 
ment he heard a cry — behind him. He turned and dashed to- 
ward that voice, shouting, shouting, and then pausing to listen. 
An answering call pierced the blanket of eddying dust and snow 
— closer, clearer— Danny^s voice — ^Robert^'s voice — one of the 
little children crying! Dimly he saw the figures of the children 
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lined up hand in hand, with little May at the end of the line. 
They were battling the wind heroically, but making little head- 
way, for May could scarcely plough through the drifts of snow, 
and was crying bitterly as the other children dragged her along. 
The Graeber children were there too, lined up with his own, all 
struggling along together. 

“There’s pa!” shouted Danny, catching the first glimpse of 
his father. 

How happy they were to see him, and to get more wraps, al- 
though they were already so cold they could scarcely feel when 
he put them on! They stopped a few moments with their backs 
to the wind to pull on their coats and caps and socks, and Henry 
wrapped their mufflers tightly about them. Then they started 
on. 

They drifted over to the fence and followed it home, up 
through the corral, past the garden and to the house. Rosie was 
waiting anxiously, with a roaring fire and a kettle of hot water 
on the stove. The dirty, snow-covered wraps were soon piled in 
the corner, chairs were set about the stove j and nearly a dozen 
boys and girls thawed out their ears and faces and fingers, while 
Rosie went about washing the dust from their faces and ears. 
Henry then wrapped up the Graeber children in extra coats and 
mittens and took them home. 

Other days and weeks of \wnd and dust followed. Early in 
April, another little boy was born, the twelfth child, and the 
first one to be helped into the world by a doctor. Rosie Had been 
sick for some time. The wind blew a hurricane from the south 
that day, sending tumbleweeds, dry corn leaves, and even corn 
stalks flying through the air, with clouds of dust and sand that 
rattled against the windows and drifted on the sills and floors. 
At times the bedroom was so dark that Rosie could scarcely 
recognize faces across the room 5 and in the din of roaring winds, 
swaying cottonwood trees, flying sand, rattling shutters and 
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creaking doors and screens, the voice of the tiny baby was nearly 
lost. It was an unpropitious day to start an unsuspecting baby 
on the way of life, and Rosie found little happiness in bringing 
him to share the discouragements that rained so fast upon her — 
especially since several of the children were not disposed to wel- 
come him. 

Danny and Robert had declared that there were enough kids 
in the family, and had made an agreement that they would not 
even go near the new baby. This hurt Rosie deeply, for she 
always thought of her many babies as a sort of visitation of the 
Lord’s displeasure anyhow; but the older children were kind 
and friendly toward the new baby. Danny and Robert kept their 
agreement for several days; but one morning, when the girls 
were giving little Harold his bath, the boys condescended to look 
on from a safe distance in the adjoining room, much more in- 
terested than they were willing to appear. The next day, they 
ventured into the sick room, and were soon great friends of the 
baby, who was a happy, good-natured little boy, with a broad 
grin which soon. earned for him the nickname “Dutch.” 



CHAPTER XXVIII 


The 'Darkness Before Dawn 

Tr' HERE was more to worry about than the weather and the 
crops and the baby. There was the elevator, on which Henry 
had lent Steve Tinge’s money. 

Steve had always been one of Henry’s best friends, since the 
years when they bached together in Henry’s cabin. He had 
come to the new country without a team or wealth of any kind, 
except his honesty and his powerful physique. Some pathetic 
tales were told of his early poverty. One cold day in the fall, 
he rode down to Cawker City with a neighbor, to see if he could 
buy a pair of shoes, for it was getting too cold to go barefooted. 
At Parker’s store he finally found a pair large enough, and asked 
Parker if he might take them, and pay for them a little later. 

“Hell no! I came to this country to make money, and not'to 
loan money,” was the harsh reply of the merchant, who did not 
know how good was the word of this rough German. The neigh- 
bor with whom he had come had no money either, so Steve went 
home without shoes, and had to go without for several weeks 
of the early part of the winter, until he could earn the price of 
a new pair. 

Having no team, he had to carry the windows and door for 
his dugout on his back, from Cawker City — a distance of twelve 
miles. Each fall, like many of the settlers, he walked back to 
Eastern Kansas to get work for the winter — a two hundred mile 
walk — and in the spring he returned, with whatever he had 
been able to save. Soon after Rosie came, he married a girl 
whose father had been killed by the Indians while out buffalo 
hunting5 and the charivari that followed his marriage came very 
near being a tragedy. Some of the boys invaded his premises 
with the usual equipment of tin boilers, horns, cowbells, rolling 
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cutters, revolvers, and shotguns, and proceeded to make the 
night hideous. Steve came out and told the boys that he had 
no money, and had nothing in the house to feed them. This was 
not satisfactory, and they not only continued their clamor and 
noise, but one of them stamped on the roof of the dugout until 
the clods began to roll down through the straw. 

This was too much. Steve promptly sallied out with an axe 
in his hand, and in a fit of rage threw the axe at one of the boys, 
knocking him senseless. The rest of the noise makers thought 
the boy dead, and began to mutter threats of lynching j but the 
injured member of the party revived, and Steve was saved. 

A year or two afterward, a prairie fire burned almost every- 
thing he had — dugout, stable, hogs, and corn. The neighbors 
wanted to help him get another start, but he refused all assist- 
ance. 

By hard work and unbelievable economy, he was able to ac- 
cumulate livestock and build improvements again, and even 
finally to develop one of the best-improved farms in the com- 
munity. After many years, however, he decided to go back to 
his former home in Wisconsin; so he sold his livestock and 
other goods, and on leaving, asked Henry to collect some of his 
sale notes and invest the money for him. Henry collected the 
money for his old friend, and invested it in a mortgage on a co- 
operative elevator in town; but in the hard times that followed, 
the elevator declined in value until it was no longer worth the 
mortgage. Before foreclosing, he consulted a lawyer, who ad- 
vised him he could hold the cooperators — ^it was a cooperative 
elevator, and not all the stock subscribed had been paid. Henry 
told him to go ahead; but the only proceeds of the action was a 
bill of fifty dollars for the lawyer’s fee, and court costs of nearly 
as much. Then he foreclosed and took over the elevator, but 
there was so little grain in the country that there was not much 
business for an elevator. Henry had to hire a carpenter to make 
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a few repairs, and the bill for this work took all Rosie could 
make in six months, with butter and eggs. The elevator was a 
continual expense, and there seemed little hope that it would 
ever be worth much. Henry had to drive to town every day or 
two to attend to business connected with itj and he got so tired 
of the whole business that he would gladly have torn up his deed 
and forgotten all about it, but he dared not. It was Steve Tinge’s 
money he had invested, and he would have to pay it back. Henry 
was not one to take such an obligation lightly. He must stick 
to his task, plan and bargain and manage, much as he disliked it. 

This was hard enough 5 but it was even worse to have to listen 
to Rosie and the children scold and admonish him for his bad 
judgment. Sometimes they spent the supper hour in this un- 
happy fashion — the children had yet to learn how easy it is to 
make such mistakes. There had been a time when he would not 
have tolerated criticism from the children} but he saw his fault 
clearly enough, and he was losing self-confidence as he grew 
older. Still worse it was when they did not complain, when he 
saw Rosie working so hard and saving pennies to make up for 
the dollars he had lost, and noted how many things everyone 
had to do without, because of his mistake. The less they com- 
plained, the more keenly he felt the hardships of the situation. 

He worried almost incessantly, day and night. Sometimes 
he would sit for a long time lost in thought, utterly unmindful 
of the boisterous noise of the younger children playing about 
him. He fell into the habit of talking much to himself, when- 
ever alone} and on his way to and from town, he was often ob- 
served arguing to himself, gesticulating earnestly to emphasize 
his points, so engrossed as to be almost oblivious of his surround- 
ings, and scarcely noticing the people he met on the road. 

And well he might feel beaten and dispirited. Sometimes, as 
he listened to the knocking and moaning of the wind, his mem- 
ory went back over the years of his life in America. Thirty-eight 
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years it was, since he had left his childhood home in Sindringen 
— ^thirty-eight years since the stage pulled out, and he waved 
good-bye to his mother. How she had clung to him, as he 
climbed up into his seat, ran stumblingly after the stage as it 
rolled out of the yard — ^bearing the last one of all her six chil- 
dren away from her! In memory he could see her still, as she 
stopped and stood by the little stone bridge, his mother, so gray, 
and so stooped and thin, yet trying to smile bravely through her 
tears as she waved good-bye. And, despite the homesickness 
that clutched at his heart as the stage rounded the green hill, 
and the bridge and his mother disappeared, he had felt full of 
hope. He would work and save, and build a good home in 
America, and then he would send for her. He had pictured her 
coming in on the train — somewhere in America — and how she 
would marvel at his fine home and his horses and cattle and 
barns and granaries! 

How unlike these dreams had been the drab reality of the 
years j the war, the death of his mother alone in the old home in 
Sindringen — ^he heard of it months afterward as he lay sick in 
camp near Atlanta — and then the lonely drag of breaking 
prairie in Iowa, the theft of his savings, the move to Kansas, 
and the years of hope and despair since then! And now, almost 
an old man, at the end of his strength and his faith and his cour- 
age, too late to start again, he found himself in debt to Steve 
for more than he could possibly scrape together in ready cash, 
and his only possessions three farms in a country where it was 
impossible to live decently, with all the work he and Rosie and 
the children could do. It was the end of dreams. It looked like 
the final failure of a life. 

Although not much given to retrospection — there was little 
time for it — ^Henry sometimes felt homesick for his child- 
hood home in Sindringen. It was now several years since he had 
come home from town one day, with a smile and a strange, far- 
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away look in his eye. He had seemed almost oblivious of the 
rest of the family as he ate his dinner, but presently he spoke up ; 

‘‘I heard something today that I haven’t heard for many 
years — not since I left the Old Country.” 

“What was that?” asked two of the children at once. 

“Sparrows. There were several sparrows down in the cornice 
of Washburn’s blacksmith shop today, chirping away so cheer- 
fully. It seemed like the old home in Sindringen to hear them. 
We always had so many there, in every stone building j and I 
thought I would never hear one again.” There was a trace of a 
tear in his eye as he spoke. 

In his despondency Henry even entertained a wild notion of 
moving away from the country where he had fared so ill. His 
first thought was to go back to Iowa, but a little reflection told 
him that was impossible, for Iowa had had no drouth, and Iowa 
land was too expensive for him to buy. He remembered some 
of the land he had seen in Alabama while he was marching 
through there during the war, but a family conference around 
the supper table one evening left not a shred of his scheme for 
moving to Alabama. Once the necessary details of such a move 
were outlined: the sale of the home, endeared as it was by ad- 
versity, and of so many treasured possessions, and the loading 
of the rest, with eleven children, into covered wagons for a long 
trek into an unknown country, away from all friends. It was 
clearly a fantastic dream. No, there was nothing to do but stay 
and “manage somehow,” as Rosie always expressed it. 

April passed, and the days of May followed, yet no rain 
came. Prayer meetings were held in some of the churches, 
where the people went to pray for rain, and Henry went sev- 
eral times j but the prayers did not raise a cloud. With pastures 
bare, it was clear that most of the cattle would have to be sold, 
or shipped out of the country to be fed. Henry finally decided 
to take them to Iowa — to Iowa, where there was always corn 
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and feed for cattle. The last day of May was set to drive them 
to town and load them on to the cars. 

On the day before that, Rosie baked fresh bread and a cake, 
and fried a chicken, so that Henry might have a good lunch to 
take along. The cake seemed an extravagance, but it would be a 
hard trip for him. Since Henry could take only part of the cake 
with him, the little children watched the baking with interest 
and anticipation, and two of them staged a spirited fight to see 
who should “lick out” the cake pans. For them the day took on 
a definitely festive air, in spite of the wind that blew clouds of 
dust up from the barn yard, and in spite of the air of discourage- 
ment that Henry and Rosie wore as they laid out Henry’s 
clothes and packed his valise for the trip. There were many 
things to attend to that day and evening, and it was late at night 
before Henry dragged the tub out into the kitchen, took a “wash 
off,” and then lay down to sleep, tired and thoroughly discour- 
aged. 

Hours later, he was awakened from a sound sleep by the pat- 
ter of a few great rain drops on the shutters at the head of his 
bed — ^just a few big drops, then a peal of thunder, and an an- 
swering downpour that splashed through the window onto the 
pillow. 

“What’s that?” exclaimed Rosie, starting from her bed. 
“Rain?” 

“Rain!” Henry echoed, as he reached for his shoes. 

“The barn doors! You shut the barn! I’ll attend to the cel- 
lar windows and the rain barrel!” — and Rosie disappeared as 
she said it. She was still struggling with the spout leading to 
the rain barrel when Henry joined her. 

“You shut the barn! ” she cried. “I’ll fix this! ” 

“The barn’s all right!” He yanked the spout into place, and 
the water poured into the barrel. 

They dashed back into the house, drenched to the skin, but 
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happier than they had been in weeks, as the rain beat with a 
heartening roar on the shingle roof. With dry clothes, they 
were soon in bed again, luxuriating in the cool air that breathed 
in through the shutters. 

Oh, the blessed rain! Oh, the peace and benediction of its 
steady downpour on the roof j the music of the washing rivulets 
that ran down from the eaves and gutters and splashed upon the 
thirsty ground j the cool rumble of thunder rolling from cloud 
to cloud, or crashing through the darkness j the flash of light- 
ning far and near! Wild, heroic music it was, yet how soothing 
to the tired spirits of those who had waited, hoped and prayed, 
despairing, for the blessing of the rain! 

“I guess I won’t have to take the cattle to Iowa tomorrow,” 
said Henry, as he pulled the quilt up over him. 

^‘Not if this continues a while longer,” said Rosier and she 
sank into a restful sleep. 

The rain did continue, all night, and the next dayj and the 
chicken and cake were eaten for dinner, to the accompaniment 
of a steady, cool drizzle. 

“Do you remember how everything looked when we were 
baking this cake?” queried Rosie of the older girls, as she cut it 
deftly into twelve equal pieces. 

“Yes,” answered Laura; “I guess we should have baked it a 
few months sooner.” 

Toward evening the cloud canopy lifted in the west, to reveal 
a narrow strip of emerald sky, through which the sun shone out, 
dazzlingly bright in the clear, fresh air, touching with a magic 
light the diamond rain-drops that hung on the cottonwood 
leaves and on the grass that was already turning green. Danny 
and Robert went down after the cattle, making numerous de- 
tours on the way to wade through the little pools that stood in 
the bufiFalo wallows; and afterward, all the children went over 
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to Dry Creek to see how high the water had risen. It was a won- 
derful world, after the rain. 

That day Charlie Ellison died, of “inflammation of the bow- 
els” — appendicitis. There were five of the Ellison boys, all 
powerful young men, able to out-run, out-box, and out-wrestle 
all challengers. Charlie became sick very suddenly one day, 
rolling on the floor in pain. A doctor was called, but he could 
do nothing. Several days of agony turned the good-natured 
young giant into a raving madman, who saw spirits and ghosts 
and devils in the room about him, and tore his bed to splinters 
in his hallucinations. Four men then attended him constantly, 
and it was all they could do to hold him when he became vio- 
lent. After a week of cruel suffering, one evening he fell back 
on his bed, the blood spurted from his mouth and he was dead. 
At sight of this, his mother fell to the floor in a faint j in all the 
years following Mrs. Ellison was seldom seen to smile. Charlie 
had been utterly uninterested in religion, and when the preacher 
came to see him in his illness, drove him from the room 5 and 
his mother, who was very religious, always worried about his 
soul. To his everlasting honor, the preacher preached a funeral 
sermon full of kindly charity, pointing only to Charlie’s virtues 
— ^which were ample text for a sermon. Kindly, reckless Char- 
lie Ellison was liked by every child in the community — ^which 
is “an excellent thing in men.” 

Poor Mrs. Ellison’s life was a sad one. A few years later her 
next son, a handsome young Apollo, with black, wavy hair, just 
entering the ministry, was run over by a train 5 and later her 
next son died in the West. Her husband Dave was not unkind, 
but neighbors often smiled at some of the domestic arrange- 
ments of the Ellisons. In the evening they were often seen 
walking out to the corral, arm in arm, Dave with his violin, his 
wife carrying a milk bucket While his wife milked the cow. 
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Dave sat on a milk stool and played the violin j then they went 
back to the house, Dave carrying his violin, and his wife the 
milk. 

In June Uncle John and his family drove out from Hol- 
ton for a visit. Henry and Rosie now had eleven children, 
and Uncle John had nine — a total of twenty children and four 
grown folk to cook and wash dishes for j but even with her baby, 
two months old, Rosie was equal to the occasion. Uncle John 
and his family were always generous. They never came home 
from town without a big sack of oranges or bananas or cookies 
or other delicacies for the children j and Aunt Minnie and the 
older girls helped faithfully with the work. Farm work pre- 
sented some difficulty. Billy and Danny and Robert did not like 
to leave their guests to go out to the field, yet if they took them 
along they usually started talking or playing or went swimming, 
and forgot all about their work. And these town boys brought 
with them certain kinds of wickedness which might have wor- 
ried Rosie if she had known about them. They carried a deck of 
cards, and soon had Danny and Robert and Joe playing high- 
five and seven-up out behind the barn. 

On the last day of the party Joe fell from the lumber wagon 
and broke his arm, and this caused some anxiety and extra workj 
but Joe was soon hobbling about, as cheerful as ever — and a few 
weeks later broke his arm again in the same place. Everyone 
had a good time 5 and there was genuine regret when the party 
broke up. 

Uncle George came out in August with his family. Again 
there was a round of cooking and dish washing for Rosie and 
the girls, but again a visit of two weeks seemed none too long. 
The main source of friction among the children was the question 
as to who must eat at the second table. Louise and Joe and May 
and Rosina had not yet developed their spirit of hospitality to a 
point where they could graciously allow their guests to eat at 
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the first table all the time, for the second table fare sometimes 
lacked important items of the menu. 

Soon afterward, Rosie went down to Holton to see her folk, 
taking Aunt Lisa Meirhoffer with her. Tommie MeirhoflFer 
and his wife had come from Switzerland in early days, and had 
built their little stone house and stable in a ravine up in the hills 
— the loneliest place in the world. Here good Aunt Lisa lived, 
patient and cheerful under the abuse of her brutal husband, sel- 
dom permitted to go with him when he went to town, yet work- 
ing slavishly to provide the eggs and butter that he traded for 
liquor, opening the gate for him when he came home, and un- 
hitching the horses while he went in to sleep oflF his debauches. 
On the rare occasions when she went visiting with him, she al- 
ways managed to have a pocket-full of candy for the children, 
and at home the cooky jar was seldom empty! 

While Laura was teaching the Sandersville school, she stayed 
with Aunt Lisa part of the time, and in her sympathy for the 
poor old woman, conceived a plan to persuade Tommie to let 
her take a trip to Holton to visit her brother, whom she had 
not seen since they left Switzerland. Laura’s tact and diplomacy 
were equal to the taskj and Tommie finally bought his wife a 
new dress — the first she had had in years — and gave her money 
for the trip. Aunt Lisa had never ridden on a train and was 
quite unequal to the complicated problems of railway travel, so 
Rosie went along with her. 

Arriving at Holton, they went to Uncle John’s homej and 
that night one of the children put a Swiss yodel record on the 
phonograph. The effect was electric. Aunt Lisa started from 
her chair, looked intently at the horn and around the horn 5 
then, as the high notes of the yodel came through clearly, she 
burst into tears, and started back and forth across the room, 
waving her hands up and down, then clasping them ecstatically, 
crying: 
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“Herrje! Herrje! Herrje!” 

She dropped into a chair, sobbing as if her heart would breakj 
then, as the falsetto notes of the yodel sounded again she started 
up and resumed her walk back and forth, waving her hands, al- 
ternately crying and laughing hysterically; “Herr Je! Herr 
Je! Herrje!”^*' 

For a moment it all seemed very funny, and even Rosie could 
not help laughing; but her laughter faded quickly, and she 
reached for her handkerchief, as she sensed the stark outlines of 
the picture before her — the picture of the broken old woman, 
after long, lonely years in her home up in the wind-swept hills 
of Kansas, hearing again a song of her native Switzerland. Even 
the young people in the room were fumbling for their handker- 
chiefs when the record ended. 

In September Laura and Alice started to college. Neither of 
them had gone to the high school, but a high school diploma 
was not necessary to enter the normal college. They had saved 
enough money teaching school to pay part of their expenses; 
Henry would be able to help them a little, and the rest of their 
expenses they hoped to make in some way. Daylight was break- 
ing that morning when Henry lifted their telescopes and shiny 
new trunks and lunch box into the wagon, and they kissed Rosie 
goodbye. They rode two miles into the reddening east before 
the sun broke above the horizon. Looking back with misty eyes, 
at the red barn partly hidden by the grove of cottonwoods, they 
almost wished they might turn around and go home; but ahead 
were all the vaguely roseate dreams that education meant to 
them: great buildings and a splendid campus, literary societies, 
class and college yells, men friends, “comprehensive courses” 
that would give them a “thorough grasp” or “mastery” of any 
or all the important fields of knowledge, other courses that of- 
fered useless and ornamental erudition and accomplishments 

* ^‘Herrje,” is a dialectical abbreviation of “Herr Jesu!” — ^Jesus or Lord Jesus. 
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which most people did not have, and a job of teaching after- 
ward. They swallowed their homesickness bravely as they rode 
on into town. 

The train was waiting, and when they had bought their tick- 
ets of the grumpy ticket agent and had checked their trunks, 
Henry helped them on and bade them goodbye. There were 
tears in his kind blue eyes as he left them, and bigger tears in 
their own, as the raucous “All aboard!” sounded, and the train 
moved slowly out. An obtruding freight car shut off their view 
of the street just as Henry was untying the big gray team that 
stood in front of the hotel. 

In the meantime, Henry discovered, when he got back to the 
wagon, that he still had Alice’s purse, with her money and tick- 
et. Knowing how frantic she would be, he hastened back to the 
depot and asked the agent to telegraph her that he had the 
purse. It all turned out well enough} but Alice got little enjoy- 
ment out of her first trip to college. 

Early in December Rosie and the younger children began 
looking forward to the time when Laura and Alice would be 
home for the holidays. Every day or two. Happy and Rosina 
and May asked “how many nights they must sleep” before the 
girls would come home. Even Rosie and Henry began to count 
the days} and they tried to get the butchering and other dis- 
agreeable chores out of the way, so that everyone could enjoy 
the holidays. A day or two before the girls were due, there was 
a general air of expectancy about the house. Rosie was baking 
bread and pies and cookies and cinnamon rolls. Half a tubful 
of cinnamoij rolls — the kind of cinnamon rolls Rosie baked — 
was only enough for a breakfast or two when all the children 
got together around the table. On the night when Henry went 
down to meet the train, even the little ones were allowed to stay 
up until he returned} and when the rattle of the wagon at last 
was heard, they all ran pellmell out into the yard and down the 
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road to meet him. Of course Laura and Alice brought presents 
for the smaller children, inexpensive but very fine indeed. Al- 
together it was a happy occasion for everybody. 

One day Laura told Rosie of a new food they had tasted at 
the boarding club — ^tapioca. Henry bought some the next time 
he went to town, and Rosie cooked a kettle of it — ^no, it was two 
kettles — full, before she was through. The children liked it so 
well that she often cooked it afterward, sometimes with dried 
peaches or apricots to give it more flavor. Not long afterward, 
during a hailstorm, Happy came running in from the porch, his 
eyes gleaming with excitement. “Ma! Ma!” he shouted. “It’s 
raining tapioca!” 



CHAPTER XXIX 


Better Times 

In ’ninety-six, prices reached the lowest point that anyone 
could remember. Henry sold wheat for thirty-five cents, corn 
for eleven cents, oats for ten cents, hogs for two and a half 
cents, eggs for a nickel j and the butter that Rosie worked over 
so carefully and pressed into decorative round molds brought 
seven cents at Portis, eight miles away. Before winter was over, 
however, corn was selling for seventeen cents — ^local Republi- 
cans said it was because of the election of McKinley. The next 
summer the best wheat crop in years sold for seventy-five cents 
a bushel — enough to pay for some farms bought the year be- 
fore j and soon the first surge of a land boom was in evidence. 
Henry found a buyer for the elevator, at a price that repaid him 
all the money he had invested, but nothing for his years of anx- 
iety. He also managed to sell his town lots, for as much as he 
had paid. If he had held the lots two years longer he might 
have doubled his money. 

With all debts paid, there was money for improvements. 
Henry bought several thoroughbred shorthorn cattle, and 
started to build up a herd of registered cattle. He bought a rid- 
ing pony for the older boys, and a wicked little Shetland pony 
for the younger children. Jingle-Brains, the driving horse 
he had raised on the farm, was now old enough to drive, and 
Henry got a single-seated buggy, to take the place of the cart 
that had served so long. Jingle-Brains was fast and hand- 
some, but he seemed to need a runaway every month or so to 
keep him in good spirits. At the suggestion of the boys, Henry 
had the blacksmith make him a barrel cart in which to haul water 
and swill to the hogs — a convenience far more important to him 
than the surrey or the buggy, or the Sun Dial watch that he 
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bought for five dollars at a jeweller’s auction. He had always 
carried water and feed in buckets, which sometimes meant a 
score of trips from the well to the hog-pen — a task that was 
perceptibly rounding his shoulders. 

He and Rosie enlarged and remodelled the house. They built 
two new porches, with lattice-work below to keep the dog and 
chickens from getting under — the children had always com- 
plained about having to crawl under the old porch to get the 
eggs. They added a summer kitchen with a tin roof — probably 
called a summer kitchen because it was always tropically hot in 
summer — and a bath room. The bath room was used only as a 
pantry in the winter time, because there was no way of heating 
it j but in the summer, enough of the groceries were moved out 
to allow access to the tub. The rain barrel had never held 
enough soft water, so they dug a cistern, and installed a pump 
and sink in the kitchen. They built new cement sidewalks from 
the kitchen door to the well, and to the picket-fence gate. They 
tore out the board ceiling and wainscoting of the big living room, 
and plastered the walls and ceiling. Plastering looked better, 
and was much more fashionable 5 but later they almost regretted 
this change, for Rosie could no longer awaken the children who 
slept in the room above by tapping on the ceiling with a broom- 
stick. They bought new doors for the parlor, with colored glass 
lights that cast a rich, bilious glamour over the roomj grained 
all the woodwork to imitate oak — or was it ash, or pine, or per- 
haps a topographical map of Saskatchewan.? They bought a new 
golden-oak lounge, a secretary, with a mirror above, book 
shelves, a little cabinet for the albums, and a writing leaf that 
always stuck at the sides when it was closed, and when open 
sagged at an uncomfortable angle. Then they bought a huge 
lamp for the parlor, and a fine set of silver-plated table-ware 
for Sunday use. Henry bought a stereoscope and some views 
from a travelling salesman one day, and Sunday visitors were 
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always invited to look through the wonderful new instrument. 

Occasionally Henry bought ‘‘store groceries” which seemed 
very delicious — cookies, crackers, cheese, dried herring and 
candy. Rosie had to keep the children out of the cellar, for fear 
they would eat everything at once; but on special occasions they 
were allowed crackers, or even cookies and candy — they seemed 
to find it easy to curb their desire to eat the herring. Once in a 
great while Rosie bought a loaf of baker’s bread, which she re- 
garded as a great delicacy, although it was by no means as good 
as her own. 

In the spring one must always plant trees too; and Henry 
and Rosie set out several little cedar trees in the front yard. 
They had never been able to get evergreens to grow, but this 
time Rosie carried water to them every day, and they lived. 
Nearly all of the grape vines and fruit trees they had planted in 
earlier years had died, but one day Henry yielded to the per- 
suasion of a tree agent, and bought fifty cherry trees, which he 
set out beyond the garden. 

Home was pleasanter now. For the first time in twenty-five 
years, there was no baby to care for. Dutch, the youngest — not 
the baby, but just the youngest, as he once explained, when a 
neighbor woman asked Rosie if he was her baby — ^was four 
now; and Rosie had more time for the amenities of home life. 
Released from the strain of bearing and caring for babies, and 
from the grinding necessity of worrying constantly about the 
pennies, Rosie was turning gentler and mellower. Henry was 
changing too. A kindly man generally, he had always been sub- 
ject to occasional fits of temper, when he would perhaps strike 
one of the children cruelly; but this happened less and less fre- 
quently as he grew older. He and Rosie had never been given 
to punishing the children often or severely, but now they sel- 
dom resorted to such means of discipline, partly because there 
was less occasion for it as the children grew up, and partly be- 
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cause the spirit of the time was against it. The family was 
becoming more and more of a democracy. Each year the chil- 
dren had more to say about the management of affairs 5 and, as 
in many other homes of the time, the children were uncon- 
sciously leading their parents to a more humane philosophy. As 
always in human affairs, with the abandonment of the phil- 
osophy of force and discipline, there grew up a more genuine 
affection on the part of all. The children were growing older, 
quieter, more orderly and decorous, more appreciative of Henry 
and Rosie, and of each other. There was less “bossing” and 
slapping by the older children, and less occasion for resentment 
by the younger ones — ^less harshness everywhere. 

Laura was a graduate of the normal school now, a teacher with 
a rare talent for making friends. Friendly herself, talkative and 
tactful, she was equally happy talking to one of the old German 
farmers up on the creek, or to the banker in town. She loved 
people, old people, young people, good people, bad people, 
smart people, dull people, the fair and the freckled, the washed 
and the unwashed, anybody, everybody} and they liked her too. 
Billy was a big, awkward, stoop-shouldered young farmer, with 
a rough exterior that only partly concealed his innate gentle- 
ness and timidity — ^the kind of man that little children like. He 
never could sit down five minutes where there were children 
about, without having them clambering all over him. 

Alice had grown to be a beautiful girl, with big brown eyes 
that looked kindly on everyone, and a sensitive nature that was 
hardly fitted for some of the rougher aspects of the life about 
her. Danny, boisterous, whole-hearted little rowdy as a boy, no 
longer wore coats that seemed too tight, but was developing a 
strong bent toward good clothes and girls, and a grand ambition 
for what the world calls “success.” He was very different from 
Robert, whose shrewd, salty humor led him to think girls were 
too much trouble, fancy clothes too much expense, and great 
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ambitions generally rather ridiculous. Some of the other chil- 
dren accused Robert of being lazyj but this was not quite just. 
He merely did his work without any proclamations or unneces- 
sary noise, and in the easiest way possible. Louise, already in 
the high school, was developing literary and social interests 
alternately. She liked both books and boys, but was never able 
to lose herself wholeheartedly in either, or to apportion her 
time and energy satisfactorily or consistently between her stud- 
ies and her social interests. Without any definite philosophy of 
life, she was never quite happy j and was destined never to be so. 

Joe was growing into a hectic adolescence. Naturally stub- 
born, individualistic and restive under any sort of discipline or 
control, he had become even more of a maverick because he was 
humored — ^Rosie could never bring herself to punish him much, 
no matter what he did — and because he had never had the 
healthy discipline of play with other children. Sensitive, and 
keenly desirous of the approval of others, he had little knack 
for earning it, partly because, although he was full of humane 
sympathy for people in general, he had little of Laura’s love 
for people in particular. Alone much, he spent a great deal of 
time at music, for which he had distinct talent. Often when Joe 
heard a pretty melody at a concert, he promptly made it his 
own, and began playing it over as soon as he got home. 

May, or “Bumptikee,” as the boys called her, was an inde- 
pendent little tomboy, with a mind of her own. She was equally 
at home on horseback or in a tilt of wits with the older children, 
who enjoyed the rather hazardous business of teasing her. Ros- 
ina was very different. She loved most everybody, but particu- 
larly Henry and Laura j and often when Henry sat down, Ros- 
ina would run for the comb, and comb his hair and beard as long 
as he sat there, patting his head affectionately from time to time. 
Still too young to go to school. Happy, or Buckskin, was some- 
thing of k replica of Danny, perhaps less obstreperous, but 
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equally generous and whole-hearted. Once Mary Bartsch gave 
him a little duck, which he fed and cared for all summer. By 
Thanksgiving Day his duck was grown, and when someone sug- 
gested that it would make a fine Thanksgiving dinner, Happy 
was vastly pleased with the ideaj yes, it would surely be great 
fun to eat the duck for dinner. With the greatest glee he helped 
Billy catch it, and ran over to the block with it, the happiest lit- 
tle boy in the world 5 but when the head fell from the block, 
and the blood began to flow, he suddenly realized that his duck 
was dead. He picked up the severed head, and insisted that 
Billy put it back on; and when Billy failed to do so, his grief 
was uncontrollable. He had never realized that they could not 
eat the duck without killing it, and his Thanksgiving Day was 
ruined. 

With his broad grin and his quaint philosophic questions and 
remarks, Dutch was always a bushel of fun. He wanted to 
know what water-snakes ate, whether giraffes’ necks were made 
of rubber, whether God smoked, whether God knew as much as 
Billy, and whether God wore an invisible coat, like Jack the 
Giant Eiiller, so people could not see him. But he had a bad 
habit of swearing once in a while, which gave Rosie some con- 
cern. He also slighted his task of hunting the eggs occasionally; 
and one evening, after Rosie had found several nests of eggs in 
an advanced stage of development, she scolded him for his 
neglect. Rather crestfallen, he started out with his egg bucket 
that evening, and diligently explored coops and barn and gran- 
ary and every promising patch of weeds, but with poor success. 
He stopped at the granary, where Joe was whittling out a little 
wooden gun. 

“Joe, do you know where any eggs is?” he asked, sadly. 

“No, Dutch, I don’t believe I do.” 

Dutch sat down on a big rock, and looked down at his little 
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gallon bucket, only half full, a world of discouragement in his 
face. Presently he spoke, as if to himself: 

“Damn it! That’s a hell of a mess o’ eggs! ” 

Several of the children were learning to play and sing. It 
was long years since Henry had played his accordion, but Laura 
played the organs and to her accompaniment she and Alice 
often sang songs and duets — mostly very sad: “My Angel, Lit- 
tle Nell,” “Sweet Visions of Childhood,” “Sweet Evening 
Bells,” ^Tading, Yes Fading,” “The Dying Cowboy,” “The 
Little Rosewood Casket,” “The Little Girl That Played Upon 
My Knee,” and various songs about the “Old Home by the 
Sea” — or perhaps it was the “^Cottage by the Sea,” in which a 
bereaved widow lamented her sad fate, and reminded her 
dead spouse that he had not done as well by her as he had 
promised. Most of the songs wound up with a death or two — 
violent deaths were not uncommon — and burial in the “cold, 
cold ground” was the most popular, all-round satisfactory de- 
nouement. It was sometimes thought better, though, to go a 
step further, and get the grass growing over the grave, perhaps 
have some surviving relative water it with salty tears. 

There was the song about Charlotte, who lived on the moun- 
tain side, and was unaccountably frozen to death on the way 
home from a dance 5 “The Gypsy’s Warning,” which wound up 
with: “So she perished, now she’s sleeping, in the cold and quiet 
grave” — ^Rosie often sang it when she was working the butter — 
and another song, of about the same salt water content, which 
closed with the noble theme: “Oh Edward, I’ll forgive you, if 
this be my last breath. I never did deceive you, so close my 
eyes in death.” Perhaps a drouth-haunted country needed a 
few such songs. 

Joe was apt at music, and when Danny traded a revolver for 
a fiddle, Joe was soon scraping the dance tunes on the new 
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instrument “Little Brown Jug,” “Sweet Evelina,” “Turkey in 
the Straw,” “The Arkansas Traveller,” and “The Drunkard’s 
Hiccough” — “The Drunkard’s Hiccough” had some pizzicato 
in it, which always sounded very fine and professional. Danny 
himself had a poor ear for music, and his tones often wandered 
far from orthodox pitch 3 but he had enthusiasm and a sense of 
rhythm, and played with reckless abandon, stamping out the 
time with his foot till it sounded like the march of the Prussian 
army. Alice and Joe bought guitars and learned to play duets. 
Sometimes they would sit out on the porch on quiet summer 
evenings, and thrum on their guitars for hours at a time — or 
until the mosquitos drove them in. Henry enjoyed music, and 
would often sit down on the edge of the porch and listen quietly 
as long as they cared to play. 

The G.A.R. had meetings and parties that Henry and Rosie 
sometimes attended. The country had been settled largely by 
veterans of the northern army, and the G.A.R. had a large 
membership. Henry enjoyed telling and listening to stories of 
the war, and singing war songs. His favorite was a German 
song, “Morgen Rot,” which always brought applause when he 
sang it. Of course, these meetings usually closed with a supper. 

Neighborhood relationships were pleasanter now, generally. 
Most of the neighbors were comfortably situated, so that they 
could afford to be more generous. Even Wilson Athey was 
proving to be a first-class man and neighbor. He had a fine new 
house — much finer than Henry’s — ^good horses and tools and 
implements of all kinds, so that he did not need to borrow 5 and 
the Athey children were growing up to be upstanding young 
men and women, several of them very talented musically. 

The region had changed greatly since the first days, it 
is true, and Henry often missed some of his old friends. Frank 
Hagel, John Higginbotham, George Graeber and Jake Hunk- 
er were dead 3 Jesse Bender had moved to Wyoming, and Steve 
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Linge had gone back to Wisconsin. Only recently Chris Bartsch 
had died, after weeks of cruel suffering in a hospital run by a 
medical charlatan in Kansas City. Chris Bartsch, with the kind- 
ly wrinkles that always played about his eyes and mouth, too 
generous to accumulate wealth, had piled up for himself a 
mountain of love and respect} and when he died, even the chil- 
dren knew that one of their best friends was gone — ^knew how 
they would miss his friendly “Ach, das ist der Billy,” or Dan- 
ny, or whichever of the children he happened to meet. He 
knew them all, and he loved them all. For Henry, the neigh- 
borhood would never be quite the same, with Chris Bartsch 
gone. 



CHAPTER XXX 


The End, of a Brave Fight 

.A.S the favorable years came and went, there was new cause 
for anxiety. For several years Henry had been losing strength, 
slowly and almost imperceptibly. One task after another he 
found himself obliged to turn over to the boys, or to the hired 
man. No one thought a great deal about it, for of course his 
stomach had always troubled him, and he was getting older. 
There had always been so much else to worry about that even 
Rosie had not thought of Henry’s condition as immediately se- 
rious. She had fallen more and more into the habit of favoring 
him a little in various ways, cooking special delicacies for him, 
letting him sleep late in the morning, and in general lightening 
his share of the load wherever she could. It seemed quite nat- 
ural that Henry should not be very strong. 

Corn was poor on the uplands in the fall of ’ninety-nine j but 
there were a few nubbins on the upper place, and Rosie helped 
husk these out early, so that Henry could turn the cattle into 
the stalks. Henry had not been well enough to husk corn, and 
Billy could not help either. A few weeks before, he had 
dropped carbolic acid into his eye, mistaking a bottle of it for 
his eye medicine; and his eye was still so sore that he could not 
stand the dust of corn husking. He worked up in the hills, in- 
stead, digging medicine roots. The younger boys might have 
done the husking, but Rosie disliked to keep them out of school. 

After the corn on the upper place had been husked, Henry 
and Rosie drove up to Hastings, Nebraska, to visit an old friend 
Henry had known in Illinois — ^JefF Savery — the son of the 
man Henry had worked for when he first came to America. It 
was a pleasant drive of eighty miles, along a road which fol- 
lowed the Hastings Trail of the early seventies. Henry had 
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driven along the trail many times, with wheat or corn, before 
the railroad came. Here and there, as the horses trotted along, 
he recognized the landmarks that had guided him in his earlier 
tiresome journeys — hills and creeks and ravines — and at times 
he could trace the two-wheel tracks of the old trail, as they led 
across the pasture, grown up in weeds where the soil was good, 
still white and barren where it ran up over the rocky hills. 

One crisp morning, after they came back, Henry decided that 
he would go out and husk corn in the south field of the home 
place. He had contented himself with easy pottering jobs that 
fallj but from the neighboring corn fields came the resounding 
thump of the ears of corn as they struck the bump boards, and 
the familiar sounds called him irresistibly. He walked down 
the lane and into the field, where Dick the hired man was 
husking. 

“Need another good man out here?” he inquired jovially, as 
he picked ofE an ear and threw it into the wagon. 

“Sure!” said Dick. “There’s a lot of corn out here yet.” 

Henry took the down row and the one next to it, and started 
down the field. It was fine to be husking corn on such a day. 
Corn always seemed to him something rich and kind and beau- 
tiful. Corn meant feed for cattle and horses and hogs and 
chickens. Corn meant contentment for everything about him, 
and he loved the fragrance of its leaves, even the brittle leaves 
of November. It was seldom enough that he had seen even a 
fair crop in the field, and it seemed a blessed privilege to be able 
to shuck it out. 

His first enthusiastic strength and energy did not last long. 
Before he had been down the row and back again, he began to 
feel tired 5 and it hurt him to stoop for the ears on the ground. 
Dick then took the down row, and that relieved him of most of 
the pain of stooping j but the work was beyond his strength. He 
stuck to the job tenaciously, until the yellow ears were heaped 
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high against the bump boards 5 but he felt tired and sick when he 
climbed up on the front of the load, and rode in to the house. 

Rosie was busy cutting dumplings into the soup when he 
entered, singing a song she often sang: 

“There we laid our loved one. 

Our loved one, our loved one. 

There we laid our loved one. 

In her mossy bed. 

“Where the dewy lilies. 

The lilies, the lilies. 

Where the dewy lilies. 

Crown her peaceful head.” 

She did not look at him closely, as he came in. 

“Dinner will be ready in a little while,” she explained. “Just 
wash and go in and read the paper.” 

Henry washed with his usual deliberate care, combed his 
thinning hair and beard, pulled the loose hair from the comb, 
dropped it into the waste pail, and walked into the living room. 
He sat down with the paper, but felt too sick to readj and pres- 
ently he laid the paper aside and went into the bedroom, pulled 
ofF his shoes and clothes, and slipped into bed. 

Rosie soon had the dinner smoking on the table, and when 
Dick came in she called to Henry. She heard no response. 

“Oh, he always gets so interested in that paper!” she ex- 
claimed. “Harold,” — ^addressing her youngest, who was al- 
ready in his high chair — ^“go in and tell your pa to come to din- 
ner right away.” 

Delighted with his errand, Harold — or Dutch — ran into 
the living room, but came back in a minute. “Pa’s not there,” 
he reported, disappointment in his eyes. 
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“Oh, I guess he surely is,” said Rosie, and, laying down the 
loaf of bread she was cutting, she hurried into the living room. 

He was not there. She opened the door into the parlor. 
There was no fire there, and it was cold. 

“Henry!” 

No answer j and she turned to the bed room. She opened the 
door. There he was in bed, his face pale, even against the white 
pillow, his jaw set with a rigidity she had seen once or twice, 
years before. Something in the picture made her stop at the 
threshold. 

“Henry! Don’t you feel well?” 

He did not turn his head to answer. “Not so very well.” 
His voice was weak and strained. 

“Is it your stomach? Can’t I bring you something?” She 
was at his side, stroking the hair away from his forehead. “A 
little soup, or tea, or coflFee, or hot lemonade?” 

“Not now. Not for a while.” 

“Is it your stomach trouble again?” 

“Yes.” He paused a moment 5 then he reached out to grasp 
her hand, and held her palm over his stomach, 

“Doesn’t that feel like a kind of a lump there? I’ve noticed 
it since last summer j and it hurts today, from stooping.” 

^‘It feels like something of that kind. You’ll have to go to 
see the doctor. He may be able to give you some medicine 
for it.” 

“Medicine won’t help much, probably — ” 

Rosie evaded the pessimism of his reply. “You must not try 
to do such hard work again. Someone else can husk the corn.” 

“Somebody else will have to.” Henry lay silent for a mo- 
ment, and then added, “I shouldn’t have tried it, I guess.” 

Rosie remembered her dinner, and hurried out to attend to it. 
When she came back she had hot bran sacks to pile about him. 
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and a hot flat iron to put at his feet. She also brought a bowl of 
hot broth, but Henry could eat nothing. 

In a few days, he was well enough to be around again, almost 
as well as ever 5 but the rest of the winter he did little but potter 
around with easy chores, feeding the hogs, chopping wood occa- 
sionally, and caring for the horses, after Dick left. 

He had to eat more and more sparingly, as the weeks passed, 
and grew steadily weaker, although so slowly that he scarcely 
noticed it himself. Spring came, with its green pastures, and 
meadow larks and daisies. He sometimes took short walks out 
into the pasture and around the home place, to see the cattle 
and calves and pigs, and the little chickens that followed or led 
their clucking mothers about the yard. In April, the plum 
thicket became a bank of fragrant white blossoms. In May, the 
lilacs, yellow roses and Bouncing Betties burst into bloom j and 
he loved to wander about the yard, smelling of the flowers like a 
little child. Like Rosie, he had always loved flowers, and they 
had planted them in every corner of the big yard. Rosie was 
never too busy to attend to flowers. It seemed a beautiful world, 
and this year there was no worry about notes or mortgages or 
bad investments to cloud his enjoyment of it. 

In June, Henry insisted on running the binder in the wheat 
harvest. When the boys tried to dissuade him he replied, “I 
want to help cut one more crop. It has always been my job.” 

Perched upon the high seat, he drove the binder bravely 
around the field, contentedly watching the yellow grain fall 
thick upon the canvas, studying the bundles that fell into the 
carrier, to see if the knots were properly tied, listening, in the 
steady hum of the machine, for any hint of loose bearings or 
need of oil. Occasionally, when he saw a pretty flower fall onto 
the canvas with the wheat, he was almost tempted to stop the 
machine, and pick it out to take to Rosie, as he had often donej 
but the horses pulled him steadily on. Scarcely a breeze stirred. 
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The sun beat down hot from above, and glared back from the 
white stubble, while the line of the horizon across the valley 
flowed and danced with the waves of heat. 

In the middle of the forenoon, as he drew near the home cor- 
ner of the field, there stood Rosie, with a jar of water for him 
— no, it was cold lemonade! He braced up the binder tongue to 
ease the burden on the horses’ necks, and then drank deeply. 

“Isn’t it pretty hard for you?” Rosie asked, as she picked up 
a ball of twine and handed it to him. 

“Oh, it seems good so far,” he replied} “but I’m afraid I’ll 
wear out before that wheat’s all in the shock.” 

He leaned against the seat of the binder for support, his 
exaltation gone, and a crushing sense of weakness and insuf- 
ficiency bearing down uopn him. But he would not give up yet, 
and after oiling the binder carefully, he pulled himself up into 
the seat and started off again, while Rosie walked slowly back to 
the house. 

That night, the boys unhitched his horses, and he had scarce- 
ly strength to walk back to the house. The next morning he let 
the boys take the binder, while he lay in bed all day. 

On Sunday Henry did not go to church — or Sunday school, 
as it was called — ^and in the afternoon several of the neighbors 
drove in to see him, one of them a widow whose husband had 
died not long before. The conversation turned naturally to the 
subject of Henry’s illness, and as Rosie described his symptoms, 
the woman’s face turned very grave. 

“It sounds like Charlie’s trouble} and it turned out to be 
cancer,” she said. 

The dread word fell like a heavy clod. 

“But the doctor has never said a word about — about that,” 
Rosie remonstrated. “It surely can’t be that!” 

“I hope not,” the woman replied, and the matter was not 
mentioned again. 
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The next morning Rosie was up at five o’clock, after a sleep- 
less night. 

“We will take pa to the doctor this morning,” she announced 
to the children, at the breakfast table. “Danny, you hitch up 
the buggy as soon as you get the milking done — the single 
buggy — and I’ll take him down. You better hitch up Nance, so 
there won’t be any trouble.” 

“But we need Nance on the plow,” Danny interposed. 

“The plow can wait till noon.” 

D ann y sensed that there need be no argument about it. After 
the milking was done, he hitched Nance to the buggy and Rosie 
took Henry to town to the doctor. 

Although Henry had gone to see him a number of times, the 
doctor had never hinted a possibility of cancer j but when Rosie 
called him aside and asked him if that might not be the trouble, 
he admitted the possibility, and made a careful examination. 
His face grew serious as he proceeded, and when he was 
through, and had ushered his patient into the outer room, he 
called Rosie back. 

“We can never be quite certain, Mrs. Isej but I fear it may 
be what you have suspected,” he said. “It looks much like it in 
many ways — ^that growth, and other symptoms. We can only 
watch him closely for a while, and time will tell.” 

“If it isn’t too late then,” she answered. “Is there nothing 
that can be done for him now — ^nothing at all.?” She was plead- 
ing with tears in her eyes. 

The doctor could not say the words that she dreaded to hear. 

“Perhaps it might be worth while to call someone else into 
consultation.” He did not speak hopefully, but Rosie seized 
upon his words. 

“Oh yes, get anyone you think might help.” 

“Doctor Dailey at Beloit is one of the best men I know. I 
might bring him out as soon as I can get him.” 
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“Any time, and as soon as you can,” Rosie hurried out to 
join Henry, who had sunk into a chair in the waiting room. 

The very next day the doctor drove out to the farm with 
Doctor Dailey; and the two bent over their patient, pressing 
here and there, asking questions — ^“And does that hurt you?” 
and “How long has that bothered you?” and “When did you 
first notice that?” They asked Rosie many questions, too, and 
she answered them, hoping, desperately hoping, that her 
answers might somehow have a favorable significance. 

When they had finished, she followed them out to the porch. 
The consulting doctor turned to her and said: 

“If it is cancer — and I fear there is little doubt that it is 
you can only make it as easy for him as possible.” 

“An operation would not help, would it? Is there any chance 
it would help — ^any hope at all?” 

“Pm afraid it would do no good,” he replied; then as he 
saw the tears start, he added, “Of course, it might be something 
else; it is never quite hopeless.” 

But Rosie now knew that it was. 

The next day a letter was sent to Billy, who was working in 
Emporia, telling him to come home, and one to Henry’s sister 
Kate in Iowa. He had seen her only once since he came to Kan- 
sas to take his homestead. She was a young woman then — ^near- 
ly twenty years before. He had always intended to go to see 
her again just as soon as he could, as soon as he could spare the 
money and the time; but something always forced him to post- 
pone his trip — just •post'pons it of course, until a more favorable 
time. Now she must come to see him; and in a few days she was 
there. How glad he was to see her again! She was changed in 
appearance, so fat and stocky, she who had been such a fragile 
little girl, a half century before. But her voice was the same, 
with the same nervous break whenever it rose above a certmn 
pitch; and when he heard her speak, he could see again the 
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light-haired little girl who, so long ago, played hide-and-seek 
with him about the lime kiln at Sindringen. 

For Henry the siege was on — the siege of a tenacious vitality 
by slow, relentless starvation. Day by day he surrendered an 
imperceptible portion of his already pitiful allowance of foodj 
day by day his once rugged frame became more emaciated, his 
cheeks hollower, his eyes more sunken and despairing. 

It was hard to find food that he could eat safely even in small 
amounts. He liked asparagus, and it “agreed with him” fairly 
wellj so day after day, Rosie carried buckets of water out to the 
asparagus bed to keep it green and succulent. When the fresh 
asparagus was gone, she bought it in cans, but for some reason 
he was not able to eat much of that. 

He never complained. Through a hot, dry July and August, 
he sat patiently in his big rocker, listening to the hot winds 
moaning through the shutters, moaning in cadences that rose to 
a weird whistle, as the wind whirled the loose slats around, and 
then sank again to a tired sigh that breathed all the weariness 
and discouragement of the years since he first came there — 
years that would soon be only a memory for others. He sat in 
his rocker, watching Rosie and the girls at their sewing, or 
patching, or preparation of meals, reading the newspaper, or 
perhaps talking briefly with neighbors who called to see him. 
Hours and hours were beguiled by a blessed little brown mock- 
ing bird which sang from the top of the maple tree — ^sang as if 
it knew how its songs were needed and appreciated. Hours each 
day, he watched the little wrens that were rearing their young 
in the cornice of the old stone house. 

One day he heard a great commotion among the wrens, and 
forgetting his weakness, hastened out to see what was the mat- 
ter. There was a big bxxll snake, climbing along the rafters to- 
ward the nests! The mother birds — ^there were several of 
them — ^flew to meet him as he stepped out into the yard, and 



THE END OF A BRAVE FIGHT 291 

buzzed frantically about his head, so obviously trying to tell 
him of their danger, while he got a stick and killed the snake. 

The summer wore on into a dusty September and October — 
the fall time, with its mellow, sunny days, and cool, crisp nights, 
when the fodder stood in the shocks, aiid the morning glories 
bloomed in the corn rows between 5 when the blackbirds flocked 
in the cottonwood grove in the evenings, and chattered their 
noisy conventions 5 when the cane heads turned black, and the 
new wheat thrust its blades up through the soil in well ordered 
rows of green; when the children started to school again, the 
smaller ones to the schoolhouse across the pasture, the older 
ones to the high school in town. Laura resigned her position 
teaching, and stayed at home to help take care of Henry. She 
and Henry had always been close comrades, and this year she 
must be with him — ^there would be many years yet when she 
could teach and earn money for herself. She had a knack at 
nursing, a quiet and sympathetic way with sick people, and 
Henry was very glad she could be with him. 

He was getting so weak that he had to leave his chair, and 
rest much of the time in bed; and when the cool days came, his 
bed was moved into the big dining room, where the stove was 
kept burning. Rosie then had to set the table in the kitchen, so 
that Henry would not see the family at meals. 

One sunny day in early November, he asked to be taken on a 
ride around the farm. Danny hitched up the surrey, and after 
piling the back seat high with comforts and cushions, he and 
Laura and Rosie helped Henry into the seat. Rosie got in be- 
side him, and Danny drove slowly about the place, over to the 
west eighty, where the wheat was coming up in closely crowd- 
ed rows of fresh green, then up to the new place where another 
expanse of green greeted them. 

“There will be plenty of good fall pasture for the, cattle, any- 
how,” Henry remarked, as they drove by the field. 
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It was a hazy Indian summer day, the last gentle reminder of 
the summer that was past. The oak trees along the creek clung 
tenaciously to their leaves of russet and brown, but the elms and 
cottonwoods and hedges were bare, except for a straggling yel- 
low leaf here and there, fluttering in every breath of wind. The 
hedge apples that lay scattered under the hedge rows were still 
green, but the dead leaves lay thick on the ground, and an oc- 
casional frightened rabbit darted out as they drove along. 
Down along the river and creek the crows cawed garrulously to 
each other, as if constantly remonstrating about something j but 
the day breathed peace and serenity. 

After a while, Henry began to feel tired, and they turned 
homeward. As they crossed the little creek at the corner of the 
home place, he turned to Rosie and said: “It doesn’t seem so 
long since we crossed here the first time, does it, Rosie?” 

“Only a little while, when it is past} yet so much has hap- 
pened.” 

“So much good, and so much that seemed hard. If we could 
have seen it all ahead of us . . .” Henry sat silent for a time, 
looking across the valley at the familiar outline of Terry’s Bluff, 
while the horses walked lazily along, kicking up clouds of dust 
that rose behind and hung motionless along the road. It was 
getting cooler as the sun sank lower in the southwest. 

“We could hardly have gone ahead with so much courage,” 
answered Rosie, after he had almost forgotten the trend of his 
remarks. 

“And if we had known that all our hopes and plans, and all 
our work and worry, would lead only to this} and so soon — I’m 
only sixty now — .” He paused a moment in his weakness, los- 
ing the thread of his thought, but presently continued: “Per- 
haps we could have found more good in the years as they passed. 
We might have done better with our time — ^such a short time, 
it seems now.” 
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“Oh, yes, dear Henry, we could have done better; but we 
couldn’t know. We always look too far ahead; and then when 
we come to the end, and it’s too late, we look back and wish we 
could live it all over again.” Rosie reached over and pulled the 
comforts more snugly about him, and then continued: “If we 
could just start out again, with dear old Frank and Sam, and 
drive across the prairie to our new home, to our little cabin, as 
we did that time, wouldn’t it be wonderful . . . with every- 
thing before us?” 

“^It seemed good then,” replied Henry. 

“Oh, yes. It did seem good. We were so hopeful — ^we lived 
in the future then.” 

“We always live too much in the future . . . and too much 
in the past.” 

“And now it’s all past.” 

“Oh, no. The children are still with you, and will need you. 
There will be so much to live for, even when I’m gone. I wish 
. . Henry paused a moment, as if searching for the right 
words, and then resumed haltingly: “I would have liked to see 
the little boys grow up yet.” 

“If it could only have been so! They will scarcely remember 
you at all.” 

“Only as a name,” he replied. “And Joe ... Joe will never 
be able to farm; perhaps you can give him an education, as 
we’ve always planned. That would be the right thing. He 
seems to take to books.” 

“Oh, surely we can manage that somehow.” 

Nothing more was said until they turned into the lane. 

“It was the third of June — ^that day, wasn’t it?” he asked. 

“The third of June. And what a fresh, bright green every- 
thing was, the prairie and the little field of wheat — ^not like 
today!” 

“Not like today,” he answered. 
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They were home again 5 but before he moved to get out of 
the surrey, his mind returned again to that earlier day. 

“Frank Hagel isn’t here to welcome us, this time.” 

“Poor Frank! He’s been gone so long,” replied Rosie, and 
she began to undo the comforts that covered him. 

Danny lifted him out, and set him on his feet; but his poor 
legs would no longer bear him, and his son had to carry him 
into the house, and help him to bed. 

In dreams that night, Henry found himself back in Iowa 
again, breaking prairie. The prairie stretched interminably 
ahead of him; but he followed on, the endless ribbon of grassy 
sod turning over smoothly before him. He felt tired, so tired 
that he could scarcely drag his feet; but he hung to the plow 
handles and pulled himself along. At the end of the field he 
would eat his dinner — ^he was so hungry — and drink from the 
water jug, and rest in the shade of the wagon. 

At last he saw the wagon, on the land-side far ahead. The 
horses walked faster, the harnesses strained and creaked, and he 
hung onto the plow handles with all his might. When he 
reached the end of the field, he walked over to the wagon, lift- 
ed out the grub box, and opened it. There before him was such 
a dinner — ^great dishes of delicately browned chicken and po- 
tatoes and gravy, and at the end of the box a piece of apple pie 
that covered the plate and dripped lusciously over the edge! 
He picked up a piece of the chicken; but as he tried to raise it to 
his mouth a paralytic weakness stayed his hand, and he awak- 
ened, to find himself lying in bed, looking up into the cool dark- 
ness of the room, the usual dull hunger gnawing at his vitals. 

Rosie heard him stir, and was soon at his bedside. 

“What’s the matter, Henry?” she inquired. “Can I get any- 
thing for you?” 

“Oh, no,” he replied faintly. “I’m all right. I’ve just been 
dreaming.” 
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A few days later, the preacher and the presiding elder came. 
Henry was now so weak that few visitors were allowed to see 
him 5 but Rosie ushered the two men in, and, thinking that he 
might wish to talk to them alone, left them and went back t6 
her work. 

Not long afterward, she heard someone in Henry’s room 
talking in a loud voice. She stepped to the door and listened. 

“It is the last chance you will have. Brother Ise, to do some- 
thing for the Lord, who has done so much for you. He has 
surely blessed you abundantly in this world’s riches, and you 
should not neglect his cause.” It was the authoritative voice of 
the presiding elder. 

She could not hear the answer. 

“Even renters who own no farms are giving more than that,” 
the portly elder was remonstrating, as she opened the door 
and entered. 

“We can only live up to the light that we have. I can pledge 
nothing for others to pay.” Henry was speaking in a weak and 
faltering voice, not noticing at first that Rosie had come. 

“He will have to rest now,” said Rosie to the two church- 
men. She ushered them out of the room, then came back to 
Henry. 

“What did they want? 

“They wanted money for the preacher’s home — ^wanted me 
to make a pledge each year for three years.” 

“Oh, were they scolding about that?” 

“Yes.” He hesitated a moment, and then resumed: “Because 
I gave only ten dollars, and because I would not pledge any- 
thing.” 

“I would rather you had done it than to have them worry 
you so.” 

“You can do whatever you want to, later. You’ll have 
enough expense yet this winter.” 
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Rosie stroked the hair back from his forehead. She could say 
nothing. In a short time he was asleep. 

“For once, poor pa was able to say ‘no’,” she said to Laura, 
as she came back into the kitchen. 

Another week passed. Henry grew steadily weaker, until he 
could talk only indistinctly and with the greatest difficulty. 
Someone had to sit up with him at night, Rosie and Laura tak- 
ing turns. 

It was Tuesday night, and Rosie was sitting by his bedside 
stroking his hair, as he loved to have her do. Near midnight he 
raised his hand and whispered that he wished to sleep. She 
shifted his pillows a little, put another hot bran sack at his feet, 
and sat down at the table to mend stockings while he slept. 

An hour later, she stepped over to his bed. He seemed to be 
sleeping well. She felt his feet, which were sometimes so cold, 
but they were warm. His eyes opened as she stood there. “I’m 
all right,” he said. He spoke more distinctly than he had spoken 
for days, and then he went to sleep again. 

The fire died down, and she put more wood into the stove. 
The lamp began to smoke and sputter, so she got another from 
the kitchen and turned it out. Then she sat down to mend again, 
glancing at him from time to time. 

An hour passed, and he still slept. She got up to put more 
wood into the stove, and felt his pulse, and his hands and feet. 
His pulse was strong, and his hands and feet were warm. She 
sat down by the table and began patching again — a pair of 
Henry’s socks this time. He had had them a long time, but he 
was always careful with his clothes. 

Another hour passed, and yet another. The clock ticked out 
its regular beat — sometimes it seemed louder to her, and some- 
times less strident — ^measuring out inexorably the remaining 
hours and minutes of the life that was ebbing away. No other 
sound broke the stillness, save the faint moaning of the draft 
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through the stove and in the chimney, the occasional fall of a 
bit of wood on the grates as the fire burned lower, the creaking 
of the rocker, the snip of the scissors, as she trimmed frazzled 
edges and cut the patches to fit. 

Through the chilly stillness of the November night came the 
distant crowing of a cock, from the neighbors west, and answer- 
ing calls from those perched in the trees outside. Soon a chorus 
of cheery greetings from all the neighboring premises pro- 
claimed the coming morning. A tinge of gray slowly lighted 
the darkness outside, and sifted in through the drawn blinds. 

“He’s sleeping better than usual,” thought Rosie, as she 
pushed aside the sewing basket and rose stifily from her chair. 
She opened the stove door. The fire had died down to a few 
dimly glowing embers, and she stepped out on the porch to get 
more wood. Seeing her, the dog shook off the blanket with 
which he had been covered, and came to lick her hand, wagging 
his tail in that sincerity of joy and affection which only a dog 
can know, or express. She stroked his head gently, picked up 
an armful of wood, and came back into the house. When the 
fire was replenished, she stepped over to the bed and laid her 
hand on the sick man’s forehead. There was no vital warmth 
there. She lifted his hand, and felt for a pulse in the limp and 
fleshless wrist j but the heartbeat of sixty years was over. 

“Henry!” she cried. “Dear Henry! Can you speak to me 
just once more — only once more.?” 

There was no reply. Henry was asleep j and the lips that 
had always answered her kindly were set in the meaningless 
smile of death. Rosie buried her face in his breast, and wept 
aloud. 

The morning brought with it all the heart-wringing tasks of 
arranging for a funeral — that crowning indignity demanded by 
convention, of those already stricken with trouble and 
sorrow. Henry had attended to some matters weeks before, and 
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kind neighbors offered their friendly services; but many things 
had to be decided upon and arranged. Many of the tasks fell to 
Laura and the older children; and for the first time in her life, 
almost, Rosie was content to let others take all responsibility 
from her shoulders. 

When the wreaths were placed on the coffin, little Rosina in- 
sisted that she must put something there too, and she hunted 
diligently in every corner of the garden, until she found enough 
pansy leaves to make a little green wreath, which she laid beside 
the others. For weeks Rosie and the children had kept flowers 
in Henry’s room, ordering them from a greenhouse in Con- 
cordia when their own flowers were gone; and they placed no 
flowers on the casket. ^"^It seemed better,” Rosie explained, “to 
give him flowers while he was alive, and could enjoy them.” 

It was a long procession that followed him to the grave. 
Neighbors who remembered his friendly greeting and open- 
handed generosity came from far and near to pay their last 
tribute. They buried him in a little cemetery fenced out from a 
pasture near the town, beside little Albert, who had been moved 
from his grass-covered mound under the elm tree. Henry’s 
grave was in a far corner, near the fence, where the meadow 
larks would sit and sing in the summer mornings, and the winds 
would bear the fragrance of the buffalo grass and the wild 
flowers he had loved so well. 

It was nearly sundown when they returned home that eve- 
ning. Aunt Kate Winters had stayed there while they were 
gone, and she had a good fire burning. The chairs had been set 
stiffly against the wall, and the bed had been moved out — every- 
thing was at rights — ^but how empty seemed the room from 
which only one had gone! When the children had changed 
clothes, they stood about the stove for a few minutes, warming 
their hands, and then they went out to do the chores — except 
Laura, who stayed in the house with Rosie. 
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The next day, Henry’s army canteen and knapsack, the 
G.A.R. badge that he always wore in the procession on Decora- 
tion Day, and all the keepsakes accumulated in the war and in 
the years following, were packed carefully in his valise, and 
stored away in the bedroom closet. 

Soon afterward, Rosie bought another farm with the money 
received from his life insurance. She wrote the check with 
tears in her eyes, as she recalled how hard it had often been to 
pay the premiums — ^how Henry had sometimes gone without 
decent overshoes and mittens and woolen socks, had always 
shaved with a nicked razor, had carried a broken-handled jack- 
knife for many years, had never had a watch until the year be- 
fore he died — in order that they might have more land in the 
good years that were to come, and more comforts and lux- 
uries than he himself had ever known. 



CHAPTER XXXI 


Rosie cmd the Children IS/Lanage 

For a while life seemed utterly empty, fiat and profitless to 
Rosie. Not to be able to greet the one who had long lain there 
in the narrow bed, so patient and uncomplaining, and so appre- 
ciative of every kind word and attention, not to be able to shift 
a pillow or pat down a sheet or comforter, or hand a glass of 
water, or fetch another bran sack! Life seemed suddenly to 
have lost its chief aim and purpose. 

For years Rosie had been too busy to think about anything but 
the practical problems immediately ahead: shoes and stockings 
for the children, mortgages and interest and taxes j too busy for 
rest and relaxation, for enjoyment of the time that was sweep- 
ing so relentlessly by. In the back of her mind was always a 
vague hope that some day, when the children were a little older, 
she and Henry would be able to take a little more time for liv- 
ing, and enjoy an old age of reasonable freedom and leisure to- 
gether. And now, when for the first time the family fortunes 
would have made such a life possible, Henry was no longer 
there to enjoy it with her. She had never realized how depend- 
ent she was on him, for companionship, and even for advice and 
help on many problems. In her grief and loneliness she re- 
proached herself for having taken so little time for their com- 
mon enjoyments while he was living, even bitterly questioned 
the use of all she had ever done. The material world she had 
worked so hard to build — ^the world of land and cattle and barns 
and granaries, the world which had once seemed all-important 
— now seemed to have crumbled to uselessness. 

The days stretched into weeks and months, and the broken 
current of family life slowly found new channels. With the 
companion of so many years no longer at her side, Rosie became 

300 
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more and more engrossed in her children. For them she worked 
early and latej for them she saved and skimped, ate chicken 
neck, sewed and patched and darned, hoped and planned and 
schemed and fretted. Remembering her own half-day in school, 
she wanted them all to have an education; and no sacrifice was 
too great that promised to help toward that end. Rosie and 
Henry had always had a Germanic faith in education; and 
nearly all of the children grew up in the faith that a college edu- 
cation would open the door to success, although they had scarce- 
ly even a vague idea as to how it was to help them. Not until 
many years later would they realize that Rosie, with only a 
half-day in school, in her long struggle with the hardships and 
disappointments of the treacherous climate, in her years of buf- 
feting the perplexing problems that arose in the rearing of her 
children, had secured a better education in the essentials of a 
good life than they could get from any college curriculum. 

There was enough income to keep some of the children in 
college most of the time. Although crops varied from year to 
year, as they had always done, prices were better. Wheat sold 
at sixty-five cents a bushel, or often even more; corn and hogs 
and cattle brought prices that were hardly dreamed of in the 
hard years when Henry had managed the farm. Added to all 
this were the salaries of the children who were teaching — sal- 
aries that seemed generous at the time — and Rosie’s pension. 

Although Henry had never been well after the Civil War, 
and died while yet young, probably as a result of the hardships 
and privations of the war, he had never drawn a pension until a 
few years before he died. Like so many of the soldiers in the 
war, he had disliked and distrusted the hospitals — so many men 
died when exposed to the unsanitary conditions prevailing in 
them — and, no matter how ill, had always refused to be taken 
there. Without any hospital record of illness or injury, he had 
not been eligible to a pension, even for years after he was unable 
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to do heavy work. Soon after he died, a law was passed grant- 
ing an allowance to all widows of war veterans. So Rosie got 
the pension that Henry should have had years before. 

Year by year, new improvements, conveniences, and luxuries 
were added. The boys got a horse-power stacker and rakes to 
handle the alfalfa hay, a feed rack for the cattle, a new six- 
shovel cultivator, and a riding plow. A new chicken coop was 
built beside the old one, a new well curb, and a milk house, with 
the water for the stock running through it to keep the milk cool. 
A new invention — ^the cream separator — ^was coming into use, 
and Rosie put one in the new milk house. The old surrey, 
which had seemed so fine a few years before, was beginning to 
look shabby, and to rattle in an undignified way; and Rosie 
bought the children a new one, with rubber tires. 

There were refinements for the inside of the house too. The 
girls urged Rosie to have the parlor carpet torn up, the floor 
planed and polished, and a rug put down — town people were 
treating their floors in that way. Of course Rosie acquiesced. 
They suggested that the old organ was not an up-to-date mu- 
sical instrument, so Rosie bought a piano, and, with a heavy 
heart, moved the organ up-stairs. At the suggestion of the girls, 
she bought a new dining room table — a large, round table in 
golden-oak, and moved the old one into the kitchen. She 
bought a set of Haviland china, to take the place of the old Al- 
fred Meakin ware, for Sunday use; a kitchen cabinet and a flour 
chest; and from time to time added various new cooking con- 
trivances — egg beaters, toasters, apple parers, paring knives, 
pancake griddles, and new shapes and designs of baking pans. 

Rosie found little happiness herself, in buying such things. 
In her long years of self-denial she had lost the faculty of self- 
ish, personal enjoyment. After almost a lifetime devoted to 
thinking of others, she scarcely knew how to give any thought to 
her own needs or wishes. When the children asked if she would 
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like this or that, she invariably replied, “Oh, whatever you chil- 
dren want — I guess it will suit me well enough.” She would 
have worn her old clothes until they fell apart, but the girls 
took her to town once in a while and bought what they thought 
she should have. This she accepted resignedly, as long as they 
did not try to get anything too expensive. She never could get 
away from the idea that it was hardly fair to spend money for 
luxuries, since Henry was gone. 

“Poor pa!” she so often said. “If he could only have been 
here now, when we don’t have to skimp so!” But she was al- 
ways glad to be able to make the home attractive for the chil- 
dren, and within the limits of her income, was willing to buy 
anything they wanted. 

It was not an easy matter to treat all of the children with ab- 
solute fairness. Rosie knew how much ill will could be stirred 
up by any partiality, real or fancied. There were plenty of ex- 
amples of this in the neighborhood5 and she resolved that there 
should be nothing of the kind in her own home. So she studied 
every expenditure critically, to see that it would be of use to 
all} she always tried to dress the children equally well} and if 
she had only an apple or a pawpaw to divide among the chil- 
dren, she cut it with the most meticulous care into the right 
number of equal parts. When the children started to college, 
she lent them money, but they gave her notes for it, at current 
rates of interest. 

“It seems a kind of a hard way to do,” she once said} “but I 
don’t know any other way that would be fair. Father and 
mother always did that way, and we certainly never had any 
trouble or hard feelings.” 

Henry had not been quite so careful in this respect. When 
he brought candy from town, in earlier years, he would often 
hand it to the first youngster who came, with instructions to di- 
vide it with the rest of the children — ^instructions which were not 
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always carried out with entire fairness. Rosie scolded him about 
it, and sometimes insisted on dividing the candy herself, so that 
all should share equally. 

Henry and Rosie had always followed a policy of giving each 
of the children a colt at the age of fifteen, and a gold watch at 
eighteen, if he had not learned to smoke or chew. The colt 
proved a gift of uncertain value, as the price of horses varied 
from year to year. Some of the children sold their colts, when 
grown, for as much as a hundred dollars, others for as little as 
thirty. Rosie worried about this, and finally decided that the 
only fair thing would be to give each of the children enough to 
make up a hundred dollars. 

Each summer the girls brought home new ideas and notions 
about the way the household should be run. They wanted not 
only difFerent furniture and rugs, but new window curtains, 
wall-paper of different design. Alice was taking home eco- 
nomics at college, and she was constantly trying out new foods 
and new methods of cooking. Rosie had usually boiled the 
meat, often in making some kind of soup: Alice hinted that 
broiling and roasting were better ways of cooking meat. Rosie 
never made any but white bread, sometimes serving it hot from 
the oven: Alice thought white bread constipating, and, eaten 
fresh, utterly unhealthful. 

The girls were not unkind or inconsiderate — Alice would not 
have known how to be unkind. They tried to be tactful and 
diplomatic. Yet every suggestion seemed to Rosie almost a slap 
at her own way of doing things. She did not get angry or stub- 
born. With modesty and generous wisdom, she saw that times 
and methods were changing and must change, and that better 
ways were bound to come. So she worked and saved to send the 
girls back to college, to get more of the notions that were upset- 
ting her regime. 

The children could enjoy many advantages that seemed fine 
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at the time. A Chautauqua was started in the park a few miles on 
the other side of town, where programs of lectures and music 
were presented j and Rosie and the children sometimes drove 
down to hear them. Danny bought a cornet and Joe got a pic- 
colo, and both of them were soon playing with the town band. 
Away from home, at college and in their teaching, the children 
learned to dress and deport themselves like town folkj and 
when they came home, some of them were admitted to select 
social cliques in town — social circles that had once seemed al- 
most as far away and as unattainable as the European orders of 
nobility. 

They had good times together, playing pranks on each other, 
and occasionally on others; as they did one Thanksgiving vaca- 
tion when several of the Holton cousins came out to visit. The 
children were having rare sport together, but it was about time 
for the quarterly meetings up at the church, meetings that last- 
ed several days; and quarterly meetings usually brought an in- 
vasion of devout brethren from Kill Creek, twenty miles away, 
where there was another Evangelical church. Rosie always as- 
sunied that the Kill Creekers came in a true Christian desire to 
absorb more spiritual uplift than was available at home; and she 
fed and bedded them without any uncharitable misgiving. The 
children were less generous, and hinted that two or three of the 
unctuous brethren who attended the quarterly meetings so reg- 
ularly were hungering less for the bread of life than for Rosie’s 
chicken and pie and cake. At this time, particularly, with the 
house already full of guests, the Kill Creekers would fill no 
long-felt want; yet the children knew that if they came, Rosie 
would invite them in and make a place for them somehow. And 
then everyone would have to be quiet and sanctimonious, likely 
as not go to church every evening, and certainly would have to 
listen to long prayers and singing at home every night, which 
always made them sad and rheumatic. 
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The outlook was depressing, and on the day before the meet- 
ings were to begin, several of the children held a secret confer- 
ence to devise ways and means of keeping the Kill Creekers 
away. They succeeded too. The Kill Creekers came over, of 
course, but they drove by without stopping. Rosie wondered a 
little at this, and almost began to feel a bit hurt, for it had never 
happened so before j but she had no idea why the Kill Creekers 
evaded her. A day or two later the neighbors began to call up 
and ask who was sick, and how everyone was getting along. She 
was still puzzled, and declared that no one was sick. When the 
Downs Times came out with the statement that the Ises were 
having a siege of the smallpox, she was even more mystified. 
Finally one of the children confessed to her that they had nailed 
a big, red smallpox sign on the front gate. 

Rosie took a trip to California, and came back with marvel- 
lous accounts of that fairyland of flowers and peaches and or- 
anges, of year-long summer and snow-capped mountains. She 
spoke often too, of homesteaders’ cabins she had seen in the 
West, on her way out and back. “Cute little homes!” she ex- 
claimed, whenever she mentioned them, her eyes shining with 
enthusiasm. “I just wished I could get off the train and move 
into one of them, and start out again — ^plant trees and flowers 
and a little garden, and build up another home.” Rosie would 
always be a pioneer, at heart. 

The next year she went to Europe with Louise, visiting 
Henry’s old home at Sindringen, and the early homes of her 
own parents at Kleinbottwar. Laura spent a year travelling in 
Europe and studying in Zurich, Switzerland. Robert got a posi- 
tion teaching in the Philippines, where he had some harrowing 
adventures with the wild mountain men 5 but he escaped with 
his life, and later came home by way of Europe — ^with interest- 
ing stories to tell. 

The management of the farm was always a vexing problem. 
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There was no real head or master. Will — they no longer called 
him Billy — ^the oldest of the boys, assumed control 3 but the 
other boys quarrelled with him and among themselves about the 
details of management, and Rosie often had to settle their dis- 
agreements. 

The boys managed as well as Henry had done — ^better in- 
deed, in many respects. They were quicker to see the value of 
new kinds of crops, new methods and new implements 3 and 
they had better implements than Henry had ever used. They 
had more horses, better horses 3 and they were more skillful in 
handling them. With more generous and more up-to-date 
equipment of all kinds, they were able to eliminate much of the 
farm drudgery, especially the hoeing of corn. There was no 
lack of man power, either, for three of the boys were grown 
now, and they were stronger than Henry had been in his later 
years. 

So the boys were able to handle the farm reasonably well, but 
Rosie worried about it a great deal. In her long years of con- 
stant struggle with the problem of finance, she had developed 
shrewd business judgment, far sounder than Henry had ever 
had, and sounder than any of her children ever were destined 
to have 5 yet she had been shut up in the house with her babies 
so long that she lacked an intimate knowledge of the details of 
farm management, and she distrusted her own judgment as 
much as she distrusted that of the children. With her restless 
ambition and energy, she could not turn over any of the prob- 
lems of the farm entirely to anyone else 3 so she fretted and 
worried about everything. 

All the work of keeping house was hard for her too — ^the 
cooking and baking and washing and ironing and churning, the 
patching and darning, the sweeping and dusting and scrubbing 
and hoeing, the countless trips down cellar and up-stairs, out to 
the well, to the milk house and back again to answer the tele- 
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phone — the telephone was a new-fangled device, still a novelty, 
and the neighbors kept it ringing much of the time. In the sum- 
mer, the older girls were usually at home to help 3 but when 
school was in session, most of the older ones were away at school 
or teaching, and the younger children were busy with their 
books. So most of the housework was left for Rosie to do. Al- 
though the family was dwindling, as more of the children grew 
up and started off to college or began teaching, there was usual- 
ly a hired man to cook and wash for, and there seemed to be no 
diminution in the amount of work to be done. 

As the children proceeded further in their studies, and as 
more of them reached the age where they were interested in 
school, the family conversation around the table turned more 
and more to school matters 5 and Rosie found herself isolated 
and lonely in the midst of her family. She decided to do some 
studying herself, and managed to find an arithmetic that the 
children had discarded. In the evenings, after the dishes were 
washed, the floor scrubbed and the bread set to rise, she some- 
times sat down at the table with the children, studying her arith- 
metic, furtively holding the book in her lap below the edge of 
the table, lest the children see what she was doing. When she 
had learned the multiplication tables, she found that she could 
solve many problems, especially problems in interest, which had 
always been hard for her to work out ‘fin her head.” 

How fast the children were growing up ! Almost with appre- 
hension Rosie saw them pass, one by one, out of the schoolhouse 
across the pasture, into the high school, and on into the normal 
school or university — all except Will, who did not care for 
school. When Dutch finished his last year in the little school- 
house, and came home with his books and slate tied in a bundle 
with twine, she sat down and had a good cry, to think that she 
would never again look out beyond the corral and across the pas- 
ture, to see the children come trudging home. 
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One evening in June, soon after the older children came 
home from college for the summer, the conversation at the sup- 
per table took a turn that was to upset Rosie’s peace of mind for 
a year, and, after long discussion, completely change the family 
destinies. 

“Say, Ma,” Joe piped up, from his place second to Rosie’s 
right at the long dining table j ^‘Danny and I have an idea.” 

“One apiece, or one between you?” asked Robert, who had 
come home from the Philippines a few weeks before. 

“You’re sure it’s an idea? You’re sure it’s not a streptococ- 
cus?” Rosina was taking physiology in the high school. 

‘^Why don’t you wait till you get over your other idea, before 
you risk a new one?” Will wanted to know. “Ideas are danger- 
ous things, if you get them mixed.” 

“Yes, you know what a fever your last idea gave you!” May 
warned. “You don’t want to risk too much.” 

“Is it another scheme for trapping flies in the milk house?” 
asked Louise. 

“Or shutting off the hot winds with a cottonwood wind- 
break? ” It was Robert who spoke again. 

“Or making a million dollars raising turkeys?” queried Hap- 
py, passing his glass to Rosie for more milk. 

“Well now, I think you kids might at least let him finish 
what he has to say, before you get so smart,” interposed Alice, 
always sympathetic with anyone who was being badgered. 

“I’m afraid it will cost me some money, anyhow,” said Rosie, 
smiling. “Joe’s ideas usually do.” 

Joe was visibly less enthusiastic about his idea, but Danny 
came to his rescue : 

^^Yes, sir, it’s a good idea, anyhow, a cracking good idea.” 

“Well, trot her out and drive her on the scales. Don’t keep 
us waiting so long.” 

“And so expectantly!” 
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“Let’s have the idea — ^the new idea — the new, unfinished 
idea.” 

^‘Lead it out, so we can appraise it.” 

“From every angle — fore and aft — diet’s have it now — 
quick!” 

“Quickly! Quickly, my boy!” Alice always said “quickly,” 
and Happy sometimes got facetious about it. 

The barrage of banter and raillery dampened even Danny’s 
confidence, but he cleared his throat and proceeded: 

“Well, Joe and I have been thinking that mother ought to 
move to Lawrence, so the kids could go to school, and be at 
home.” 

They were upon him before he had finished: 

“Oh, yes. Will could drive out to his work. It’s only two 
hundred miles.” 

“Mother could take in washings, and cook for a frat — ^in bad 
years.” 

“And in good years we could all join a frat ourselves, and get 
poise and polish.” 

“And keep the cows in the basement, and sell milk to the — ” 

“And if they object, we can start a frat of our own — there are 
enough of us.” 

“Yes, and charge initiation dues to pay expenses. All frats 
are started that way.” 

“Exactly, and keep the farm for a summer home for the 
cows.” 

“Lawrence is the place! Quantrell raided it once, and they 
won’t mind us.” 

In all this youthful levity, Dutch preserved a serious face, 
and in a lull in the conversation, he turned to his mother: 

“And would we have to leave all the horses here, and the 
calves and pigs, and Roozer, and the cat?” 

“Oh, no, my boy5 we won’t need to worry about that now.” 
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So lightly and so easily the matter was disposed of, the idea so 
utterly impossible. Rosie hardly gave it a moment’s considera- 
tion in the weeks following. To leave her home — the home to 
which she had come as a girl of seventeen, where she had borne 
her twelve children and reared all but one of them — ^the young- 
est would be grown in a few years — the home that was almost 
a prison sometimes, yet so full of precious memories, where 
every stick and stone, every tree and shrub and flower, was part- 
ly her own planning and her own work — the home that was her 
life! No, the idea was so clearly impossible that it scarcely 
got across the threshold of her consciousness. 

Yet, like many another unfamiliar and impossible proposal, 
this one gradually assumed familiarity and plausibility. In Sep- 
tember, the older children went back to school and to teaching, 
and Rosie found herself again at home alone with Will, who 
was usually busy outdoors with the farm work. Dutch was go- 
ing to the high school, Rosina, May and Joe were teaching in 
neighboring schools. They left early in the morning, and did 
not get home until evening. After so many years with the chil- 
dren about, Rosie was much alone. 

Sometimes it seemed pleasant to be alone, to sit quietly by the 
stove, sewing or darning, or paring potatoes. There was some- 
thing restful in the drowsy hum of the tea-kettle, and the mo- 
notonous “tick tock, tick tock” of the clock on the shelf. Some- 
times she got the dinner dishes out of the way in time to rest in 
the rocker a while in the afternoon, sewing or even reading 5 
and on rare occasions she fell asleep, perhaps to be awakened by 
the ring of the telephone, or by the noisy shouts and laughter of 
the neighbors’ children as they passed the house on their way 
home from school. Such a quiet life it was, and pleasant, in a 
way, for the children presently came home from their schools, 
and Will came in from his work — always something to look 
forward to. At the supper table there was conversation enough. 
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Rosina and May were full of stories of the cute little children 
they had in their schools, or of the hopeless dunderheads who 
take up so much of every teacher’s time and energy. After sup- 
per, the girls took turns practising on the piano, Dutch strug- 
gled weakly with his algebra and geometry, while Will buried 
himself in the Kansas City Star. When the girls had done their 
practicing, they joined the rest of the family around the big 
dining table, and read or studied until bedtime, Joe applied 
himself diligently to the reading of his ten-volume collection of 
the ‘‘Literature of All Nations” — an all-round scholar Joe was 
going to be, if diligence and leather-bound tomes would do the 
miracle — or played on his guitar or violin or piccolo, or sang a 
while, to May’s or Rosina’s accompaniment. The evenings 
were cozy, and usually pleasant. 

Looking ahead a few years, Rosie saw a time coming when all 
of the children but Will would be gone. Will would stay and 
manage the farm, but Will was only one, and she had always 
had so many about. Henry had been gone nearly ten years now. 
Rosie had lived for her children^ and when they were gone, 
what was there left that was worth while? If she could keep 
them about her a few years longer by moving — ^but no, she 
wouldn’t face that yet. So she worried and fretted about the 
proposal which in June had seemed so utterly absurd. Like a 
mother hen with a brood of ducks, she saw that she could not 
keep her brood about her, and began to think of following them 
where they would lead her. At Lawrence, she might be with 
several of them for some years longer. What might happen 
after that — ^well, she could think of that later. 

The children all came for the Christmas holidays, and there 
was more discussion of the question of moving j and this time it 
was at last decided to have a sale in March, and move to Law- 
rence. Rosie finally said helplessly: “You children will just 
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have to do whatever you think is best. PH try to manage some- 
how, wherever we are.” 

That was like Rosie — always ready to “manage somehow.” 

A hundred times in the next three months, she was minded to 
cancel all arrangements and stay on the farm. One Sunday she 
came home from church with her mind fully made up. 

“We’ll just forget about this moving business, for the pres- 
ent,” she announced at the dinner table. There was a decisive- 
ness in her manner that she showed less frequently as she grew 
older. It was evident that she had been thinking long and se- 
riously before she came to this decision. 

“Everybody is so nice and so kind, inquiring about us wher- 
ever I go, and always wanting to help us in every way. There 
are so many good neighbors here, that we have known so long. 
We would never find another neighborhood where there are so 
many good friends — ^the kind of friends that you have tried out 
for forty years and know are your friends.” Rosie slapped her 
spoon down into the empty dish with a clatter of finality. 

“Oh, you would find a lot of friendly people anywhere — 
probably in Lawrence,” interposed one of the girls. 

“Not my kind, I’m afraid — ^with professors and educated 
people around. That’s no place for anyone with only half a 
day’s schooling.” 

“All the professors I ever saw in Emporia,” May remon- 
strated, “were just as nice as anyone — ^not the least bit snobbish 
or stuck up. A lot of them have education, but not much else. 
Some even keep roomers.” 

“Anyhow, there are not so many professors altogether,” 
Rosina was joining in the argument. “Most of the people in 
Emporia — ^and I guess Lawrence is about the same — are just 
ordinary people, about like us.” 

Rosie knew little about Lawrence j but her mind was un- 
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changed, and as she reached for the butter, she turned the con- 
versation into another channel, hoping to put an end to the 
matter. 

“Well, perhaps that’s soj but new friends are not so easy to 
make, when you’re my age — new friends that will take the place 
of some of our old neighbors.” 

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Rosina replied, laughingly, 
“I believe you are better at that than most of your children ever 
will be, and enjoy it more too.” 

“You can’t sit down by anybody on the train for an hour,” 
added May, “without having another friend that you have to 
write to for the next ten years.” 

Rosie had to go to the kitchen for more bread, and when she 
returned. May resumed the argument: “You don’t really need 
to worry about friends, raa. You’ll have all you want, and the 
kind you want, most anywhere.” 

Rosie hardly knew how to get around this 3 and before she 
could collect her wits. May was at her from another angle. 

“It’s the work and worry that I wish you didn’t have always, 
mother” — the children were beginning to call her “mother” 
occasionally. “It’s not so bad now, in the winter time 3 but in the 
summer, when the hot winds and dry weather come, and the 
flies and dust — .” 

“Oh, shucks! After all I’ve seen of hot winds and dust, I 
guess they won’t hurt me — as long as I have something to do 
that needs doing.” 

“You’ll find something to do most anywhere, I guess. But it 
is surely hard to have to worry about rain from March to Sep- 
tember, as you do out here. Even in good years, when you have 
plenty of rain, if you look back at the end of the year you can 
always remember that you have been worrying about it most of 
the time. When it gets dry, you know it will probably get 
worse 5 and even when it is raining, you have to be afraid to see 
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it clear. It seems to me I have spent most of my twenty years 
sitting on the west porch looking for rain.” 

“Oh, yes, my dear girl. It’s no wonder you have that in your 
makeup. I surely never wished for rain as I did the summer 
before you came.” Rosie buttered a piece of breadcrust and 
started to eat it meditatively. 

“If there was any reason why you should stay, it wouldn’t be 
so bad,” May resumed 3 “but your work is about done 3 and you 
ought to be able to take it easier — ^now that the children are 
nearly all grown.” 

“Yes, the children don’t really need me any longer. There 
isn’t much that I can do for them now. I’ve seen that coming 
these last few years — ” Rosie’s firm lips trembled — “and don’t 
think it’s anything to be happy about — to know that you’re 
. . . that you’re no longer needed.” Her head fell to her 
breast, and, covering her gray hair with her twisted fingers, she 
burst into sobs that shook her body. 

“Oh, but you are needed, mother!” Rosina bent over her 
and stroked her head in an awkward effort to comfort her — 
awkward, because in all her life she had never had occasion to 
play this role. Rosie in need of comforting and reassurance! 
Rosie, who had always stood foursquare to every wind that 
blew, strong and ready to help and protect and comfort her 
children in every crisis, but so seldom calling for anything from 
them — ^now sobbing helplessly in fear that her usefulness was 
ended. 

“You are needed, as much as ever, mother!” Rosina contin- 
ued. “You could make a home for us in Lawrence as well as 
here.” 

“And leave Will?” Rosie raised her head and straightened 
up in her chair. 

‘W?ill may not stay here long anyhow 3 and if he does, he’ll 
want to be married some day, likely.” 
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“Yes, he really ought to. And I’d only be in the way.” 

“You could get a house in Lawrencej and some of us would 
be there for several years at least — wq don’t seem to learn very 
fast. Dutch and Happy aren’t through high school yet, and 
May and I want to go to the University next fall. J oe and Rob- 
ert are talking about the law school, and Louise wants to do 
some graduate work as soon as she can. You’d have enough to 
do, with all of us there j and we could save a lot, staying at 
home.” 

“Yes, I suppose you could. But those little town houses, 
where you just turn on a faucet for water, and turn a little but- 
ton for light, and have a man drag ice in at the back door, and 
another one brings in your milk, and another the meat, and an- 
other the groceries — somebody else always doing everything 
for you — ^without any garden or flowers or chickens! What 
would I do with all my time? A person can’t cook and dust fur- 
niture all the time. And likely as not you children would want 
somebody to come in and do the washing yet — some stranger 
always messing around in the basement! Alice has been fussing 
about that already, the last couple of years. A person has to 
have something to do.” 

Rosie was weakening, and Rosina seized the moment to press 
her argument: 

“We’ll agree, mother, to let you do your washing as long as 
you want to, and we’ll get a house where you can have a gar- 
den, and all the flowers you want. You could have lots of flow- 
ers, if you didn’t have so much else to do.” 

“Yes, I could have flowers. I used to think it would be so 
fine to have lots of time for flowers j but when it comes right 
down to it, flowers don’t seem so important. Caring for the 
children, planting the trees, and building up our home here, so 
it would be a good home for us — ^that always seemed to be 
something substantial and worth-while. But I suppose I can go 
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and try to build up another home, if that seems best for you.” 
Rosie gathered up a precariously balanced pile of dishes and 
started to the kitchen. The girls picked up a handful of each 
and followed her, but she promptly objected to this: 

‘‘You girls get to your work, or your practicing, or whatever 
you have to do. I can wash up these dishes in a little while. 
When I’m done, I will have time enough to worry about mov- 
ing, if that’s what we ought to do.” 



CHAPTER XXXII 


The Saldy and the End of Pioneering 

The long-dreaded day broke clear but chilly, upon red eyes 
that had known little sleep. It was the day of the sale, the day 
when cheap but prized possessions, accumulated through many 
years of saving, were to be held up before neighbors and stran- 
gers, puffed and praised by a blatant and haranguing auction- 
eer, and sold to the highest bidder. It was a day when all hands 
must be activity and bustle, all minds be alert, while hearts hung 
heavy as lead. 

Breakfast of coffee and rolls was eaten in the twilight of early 
dawn, and soon all were busy with the thousand tasks of the day. 
Will curried and brushed the horses, and tied up their tails in 
odd little knots. Happy rolled the implements out into the 
yard, and threw some of the garden tools together in a pile, with 
the scythe, pipe tongs, scoops and pitchforks, and the heavy 
tools that were to be sold. Rosie washed the dishes, and put 
some of them away in a barrel for shipment, then helped move 
the furniture out onto the porch. She would have liked to take 
it all along, but the children said that it would not be good 
enough in town, and, as usual, she had acquiesced. Chairs and 
tables and beds and lounges and bureaus and rugs were soon 
brought out onto the porch, or into the yard, and stacked in dis- 
comfiting confusion. 

At nine o’clock, there was still much to be done, but the sale 
was started. The auctioneer picked up a picture — the big Rhine 
picture that Rosie had bought the year of the Chicago Fair, with 
five dollars that grandmother sent. 

“Here we are, gentlemen! How much am I offered? A 
handsome picture, an elegant picture — ^grace any home! What 
shall we say?” 
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“Twenty-five cents.” 

“Twenty-five cents! Who says fifty? Fifty cents! Fifty 
cents! Do I hear the dollar? Sixty cents! Sixty cents! It’s a 
shame to sell such a picture for sixty cents. The frame alone, 
gentlemen, would cost five dollars. Sixty cents once! Sixty 
cents twice! Do I hear the seventy-five?” 

Rosie choked down a lump that was rising in her throat. 
How fine that picture had seemed when they bought it, and how 
everyone had admired it! 

“Sixty cents — third and last call — sixty cents — and — sold!” 

The other pictures followed, except the river scene — or was 
it a prairie scene? — ^that Laura had painted years before, and 
the clock that had stood for so many years on the little shelf, 
ticking out the steady seconds, day and night — how many long 
nights! 

“How much for the clock, this nice clock? Runs fine, doesn’t 
it, Mrs. Ise?” 

“Oh yes, it runs well enough.” Rosie hardly knew how she 
managed to frame the words. 

“How much? Twenty-five cents? Oh, pshaw now, gentle- 
men! I must have a better ofFer. Who says a dollar? A dollar! 
That’s better. Only a dollar for this fine clock? Who says a 
dollar and a half ? A dollar and a quarter did I hear?” He held 
the clock up, and gave the pendulum a swing. “Only a dollar 
and a quarter? Dollar and a quarter once . . . twice — did I hear 
the half ? — a dollar and a quarter three times — and — sold.” 

Then followed the stoves, the churn and the butter mold, the 
soap settle, the sausage grinder and the lard press, the lounge, 
the beds, the bureaus, the clothes wringer Henry had bought at 
Bender’s sale, the cupboard Chris had given them when he 
moved back to Holton, the organ the children would no long- 
er play, the plum sieve Henry had made the year Alice was 
born, the kraut cutter he had made the year grandmother died, 
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he chairs he had bought with a load of oats, before the grass- 
loppers came. 

By noon, the household goods had been sold. After dinner 
he auctioneer moved to the barnyard to sell the farm equip- 
nent- It took only an hour or two to dispose of the machinery: 
he farming mill — Henry had taken it out with him before he 
ame to Holton for Rosie — ^the corn sheller — seldom or never 
ised in later years — ^the stalk cutter, the binder and other farm 
mplements, the harnesses, fly nets and saddles. 

Rosie did not go down to the barn, but from the kitchen door 
ihe saw much that was going on. She saw the buggy sold for 
hirty-seven dollars, the surrey for fifty. The Peter Schuttler 
vagon that had served so many years brought only eleven dol- 
ars. As the auctioneer hawked and shouted its doubtful merits, 
fie could not help recalling how often she had seen Henry 
:ome home, sitting there in the spring seat, so absorbed and pre- 
)ccupied, and the children running to meet him. 

Over the heads of the crowd, she saw the two big grays led 
)ut, Joe and Dick — no longer gray, really, not these many 
;ears, but white, white from the sun and wind and sweat and 
•ain of fifteen years. A bit stiff and stodgy they were, with age 
ind with their years of dragging the plow, the wagon and the 
ister; but there was always a solid reliability and a serene dig- 
fity about the big grays. They seemed a part of the family, 
dmost} yet here they were, sold as soon as they were no longer 
leeded, sold like so many bushels of wheat, like so many sense- 
ess machines. Rosie and May and Louise stood together at 
he kitchen door, listening intently to catch the words of the 
uctioneer, now growing hoarse from the strain of his task. 

“Hundred five! Hundred five! Do I hear the ten? Do I 
ear the ten? Do I hear the ten?^’ The auctioneer shouted. 

dear old Joe and Dick!” cried Rosie, wiping away the 
;ars. “That it would ever come to this!” 
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“Ten, do I hear the fifteen? Come on, my friend, let’s have 
the fifteen! Fifteen do you say? Fifteen? Fifteen for this fine 
animal, kind and gentle, and sound as a dollar? ” 

“Ma, he’s selling Joe alone, he’s parting them!” cried May. 
“Why does he have to do that? They were never parted be- 
fore!” Even in the pasture, Joe and Dick always grazed near 
each other. 

“Fifteen, do I hear the twenty? Thank you, thank you, my 
friend! Twenty! make it twenty-five — even twenty-five. 
Come, gentlemen, this horse will be sold before you know it! 
Twenty, do we hear the five? Twenty once, twenty twice, 

twenty three times, an d sold! Sold for a hundred 

twenty, to this man over here at my right — ^John Kaser.” 

“I wonder who it was that bought him. Oh, I hope he will 
be good to him!” Rosie could stand it no longer. When she 
heard the auctioneer’s voice again, she walked quickly into her 
bedroom, where Rosina later found her sitting on the bare 
springs of the bed, with her head bent down over her breast, 
and her ears covered with her scarred and knotted hands to shut 
out the sounds that hurt her. 

That evening, when the sale was over, the horses were taken 
away by their various purchasers, the cattle were driven away 
singly and in small herds, and most of the household goods 
were loaded onto wagons that soon rattled away down the 
road. Rosie and the children stood watching the horses as they 
were being led away, past the house and down the road by the 
cottonwood grove, followed them with damp eyes as they 
turned at the cross-roads, and disappeared beyond the railroad 
intersection. 

Rosie could not leave her house — not tonight. She had kept 
her stove, and a few bed clothes. She and Will and Joe would 
sleep there that night, while the rest of the children stayed with 
friends in the neighborhood} but they could all have supper in 
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the old home once more, sitting on boxes and eating from the 
tops of other boxes and barrels. 

“Well, this time we won’t have to do the milking after sup- 
per,” suggested Joe, as he slid a fried egg onto his plate. He 
was trying hard to be cheerful. 

“Oh, if we only could do the milking! And feed the calves 
and the pigs and the chickens, and dear old Joe and Dick and 
Nance, and all the rest! If we only had never started this 
awful business! ” Rosie was crying as she moved restlessly from 
the stove to her seat and back again, forgetting to eat. “Who 
would have realized what it means to leave everything you’ve 
worked and saved for — everything you’ve cared for!” 

The children sensed the inadequacy of words, and the rest of 
the supper was eaten in silence. When it was over, they went 
out and sat on the west porch, and listened to the cry of the 
killdeers darting about in the pasture, while the evening shaded 
slowly into night. The great white moon rose over the cotton- 
woods, and bright Venus appeared in the west, before the last 
red tints died out in the evening sky. Across the field at 
Graebers, a light appeared — ^they had probably finished their 
chores and were eating supper. 

After a while one of the neighbors drove in to get the girls. 
When they were gone, Rosie and the boys felt their way among 
the boxes and barrels, and through the empty halls and rooms, 
to their beds — ^but not soon to sleep. 

Rosie sat down on the edge of her bed and looked out of the 
window. How still and lonely the old home seemed, with the 
roofs of the barn and sheds shining white in the moonlight, and 
the shadows pressing close! There was no peaceful rustling of 
the corn stalks down in the corral, no half-audible call of the 
cow to her calf, no contented grunting of the hogs ranging 
about the lot seeking a few more tid-bits for late supper, no 
sleepy remonstrance of chickens jostling each other on the 
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roosts, no complacent quacking of the ducks wandering about in 
the plum thicket — not one note of the soft nocturne of a con- 
tented farmstead. Yet from the distance across the river came 
the faint tinkle of a cow bell, the sound of a dog barking, the 
far away staccato of a horse trotting along the town road. From 
a lower corner of the pasture came the weird “ku ku” of the 
prairie dog owl, and from the still leafless cottonwood grove, 
the eery tremolo of his cousin in the trees. Faintly on the air 
came the honking of wild geese on their way northward. 

Across the valley, someone was burning rows of corn stalks. 
Farther up the slope of Terry’s Bluff, a straw stack burned 
brightly. Yes, it was the time to burn stalks and straw. Rosie 
almost imagined she could smell the faint odor of smoke on the 
damp spring air that breathed in at her window. 

The air grew chilly, and she got into bed, and drew the covers 
up over her. Aching in every joint and muscle, and with a 
thousand kaleidoscopic recollections of the day dancing fever- 
ishly in her mind, she finally fell into a troubled sleep, from 
which she did not awaken until the sun was up. 

After breakfast the children went off to their various tasks j 
and she spent the day wandering about the place, through rooms 
that were cluttered up with packing boxes and cases and barrels, 
carrying smaller articles from place to place — sometimes with 
little definite idea as to why she did it — ^packing away keepsakes 
that she found here and there, dusting off the things buyers had 
not taken with them the day before. She found a melancholy 
satisfaction in being there, where she had been so many years, 
in walking about where she had walked so often, up the steep 
stairway to the rooms where she used to tuck away the children 
on cold winter nights, out to the well for water — “we always 
had such good water, anyhow,” she thought to herself — out to 
the garden, where the last summer’s tomato and cabbage stalks 
were rotting in the warm, mellow earth. She dug up a root of 
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the yellow rose bush she had planted on the grave of Joe’s black 
dog — the dog he had driven to school when he was a little boy. 
“I’ll surely find some place to plant it,” she said to herself, as 
she wrapped it carfeully in moist earth and wound an old dish 
cloth about it. In the bushes behind the plum thicket, she found 
a nest of eggs, but there were no noisy biddies to remonstrate 
as she gathered them up in her apron. Everything was so quiet, 
except the bees that hummed in the blooming maples, and the 
sparrows that twittered and chattered and quarreled in their 
nests under the eaves of the house — the sparrows Henry had 
always loved to hear. 

That evening she must go. The train left at eight o’clock. 
The girls came home for supper again, but they went away soon 
afterward. The tenant who was to take over the farm drove in, 
and Will borrowed his team and buggy to take Rosie to the 
train. 

When Rosie had closed the door and started out to the buggy, 
she saw that her hardest trial was yet before her. There was 
Roozer, the little lame dog, following close behind her! She 
and the children had planned to leave him with the tenant. 
They had not thought of it as a hard problem to decide j but 
here he was, hobbling along on his three sound legs, wagging 
his tail so vigorously as to shake his entire body, and looking up 
with a dog’s expression of absolute loyalty. Yet in his eyes there 
was written clearly his fear that she intended to leave him be- 
hind. He seemed to know that she would not come back. As 
she got into the buggy, he leaped up, and resting his paws 
on the step, looked at her entreatingly. 

“Oh, you poor little Roozer!” she said. “And I have to 
leave you too! What can I do?” She turned to Will helplessly. 
“What can I do with him? I have no way to take him now.” 

Will looked down at the little dog, as helpless as Rosie her- 
self. The tenant, who had been sitting on the porch, came out, 
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and taking the dog in his arms, pulled him away from the 
buggy. 

“If he doesn’t get reconciled to us, we will send him to you 
when you get settled,” the man said. 

“Oh yes, and please be good to him! He has always been so 
faithful.” 

The little dog did not struggle to get away from his new 
master, but in his eyes there was a look of pathetic disappoint- 
ment and reproach, as he watched the buggy roll out of the 
yard. 

They drove along the old familiar road, across the creek and 
on up the hill beyond. They reached the top of the little knoll 
as the sun was sinking, round and yellow-red, into a field of 
green wheat studded with scattered broken corn stalks that had 
resisted the disintegration of winter. 

“Could you stop here a minute?” asked Rosie. “Pd like to 
look just once more.” 

Will reined in the horses, and she turned in her seat to look 
back upon the home she had built, and was now leaving. How 
friendly it seemed in the last slant rays of the setting sun: the 
white, gabled house with its great brick chimneys, the red barn 
and sheds and cribs, almost hidden among the great cotton- 
woods — the cottonwoods she had helped to plant! From this 
very knoll, seated in the wagon with Henry, she had first seen 
the little log cabin and the straw stable, so many years before. 
The picture floated before her — the log cabin and the stable, 
standing out on a treeless and fenceless expanse of waving grass 
— ^bare and lonely. Yet how full of hope she had been, that 
green June day, how full of plans and dreams! There beyond 
the pasture was the field where she and Henry had cut fodder, 
while the grasshoppers swarmed about them, the field where 
she had husked corn that wonderful year following, with Laura 
in the feed box behind. In the gathering dusk, she could still 
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trace the path across the pasture, the path along which Henry- 
had driven out of sight, that day when little Albert lay dying 
in her arms, the path along which Laura had started to school, 
and Billy, and Alice, and Danny, and Robert, and Louise, and 
the little children. Oh, if she could only be back there, and see 
them coming home again, see them coming home along that 
well-worn path, shouting and laughing in their boisterous, 
childlike play! 

The last segment of the sun’s red disk sank into the field of 
wheat, -throwing up a burst of rays that fringed the low-lying 
clouds with yellow and gold, slowly turning to red and maroon 
and gray. The flute-like call of a meadow-lark floated across 
the pasture, through the deepening twilight, sweet and full and 
clear, with its finale of gurgling melody. The last clear call 
before the night should close, it seemed to say: “Good night, 
dear Rosie! You’ve been here with us so long. Good night! 
Good night! and Good bye!” 

“Oh, those dear little birds! Henry always said they sang 
their best out here.” Rosie turned in her seat, and faced for- 
ward again. At a slap of the lines the horses started onj and 
they drove down the other side of the hill. 
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